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2014 Annual Dedication

Henry Martyn Chance IV
Kieve Camper 1993-1995

Council Staff 1997-1999, 2001, 2003

At Kieve we learn by doing. We put ourselves into challenging

situations, work through them together and grow stronger as a result.

Leaders emerge and we try to emulate them.

On September 11, 2001 our country was attacked. Kieve responded

by inviting the Americans who took the brunt of the blow, NYC
firefighters and Pentagon military personnel, and their families, to our

campus every August for a week of healing and fun. The first person

to volunteer to help with our efforts was Henry Chance. For each of

the next 13 years, Henry took one of his precious few vacation weeks
to return to Kieve to help these brave but shaken folks get their feet

back on the ground. He was the pied piper being followed by a flock

of adoring kids, often from sunrise well into the night. At breakfast it

was common to hear these city kids eagerly tell their parents stories of

Henry leading them on late night canoe rides under the dark, brilliant

Maine sky.

Thank you, Henry, for consistently leading by example, giving so

freely of yourself, and expecting nothing in return.
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JUNIOR KIEVE COURAGE - FIRST SESSION
Front- Luke Martinez, Randall Zierden, Harry Shaw, Taylor Kellett, Goby Koehler,

Max Lazarre, Goalter McGall; Middle- Luke Clarke, Sacha Hood, Christian Graziano,

Paul Callahan, Hayden Caulkins, Connor Bickford; Back- Andrew Mesrobian, Kidder
Erdman, Mimi Middlebrooks, Harry Hill

JUNIOR KIEVE KINDNESS - FIRST SESSION
Front-Henry Higgs, Jerome Roscoe, Austin Durkin, Bryce Johnson; Middle- Gal

Punderson, Hallsey Souder, Luke Litowitz, Tucker Williams, Jett Kremer, Joe
Maxwell, Reese Bommer, Teddy Price, Garter Johnson, Sam Paine; Back- Ryan Ford,

Nick Favaloro, Ed Haubenreiser
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JUNIOR KIEVE LOYALTY - FIRST SESSION
Front- Jamie Grubb, Kerem Koyluoglu, Henry Gowen, John Stevens, Charlie Morgan,
Robbie Moro, Luke Maruszewski; Middle- Derek Choe, Gordon Grandbouche, Daniel

Cibbarelli, Evan Wortman, Anthony Reale, James Buchan; Back- Cam Holt, Jamie
Drayton, Addison St. Onge-May, Tierney Ford

JUNIOR KIEVE PERSEVERANCE - FIRST SESSION
Front- Quinn Dougherty, Tae Rossmassler, Davis Jordan, Connor Robertson; Middle-

Reid Betty, Henry Salyer, Jack Kartsonis, Calum Stein; 3rd- Henry Darnall, Ben
Weinfeld, Ian Redfield, Flynn Stuart, Brendan Howard; Back- Hayden DeSanto, Chris

Mackey, John Wilson, Erin Luby
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JUNIOR KIEVE RESPECT - FIRST SESSION
Front- Theo Burns, Rory Toland, Jackson Palmer, Lucas Kopinski; Middle- Douglas
Gillespie, Grant Pietri, J.B. Barr, Michael Margulies, Connor Walsh, Luke Durkin,

Dylan Anderson, Charlie Gosk, Jack Reale; Back- Taylor Strasburger, Tom Heffernan,

Emily Gabriel, Garrett Phillips

SOUTH GLENAYR - FIRST SESSION
Front- Thomas Mennen, Thomas Koester, Jonathan Elkins; Middle- Cooper Greene,
Reed Hyde, Pete Sanford, George Glomb, James Glomb, Drew Jessup, Silas Burkey,
Colin Harkins, Jack Sullivan, Oscar Woloson; Back- Brad Geismar, Henry Arcano,
Hanna Wiegers, James Reimer, Kidder Erdman
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NORTH GLENAYR - FIRST SESSION
Front- Graham Abramo, Angus Bell; Middle- Stephen Wright, Stephen Smith, Leo
Hoppe, Louis Rosenthal, Simon DiMatteo, Finn Jacobs, Charlie Fenwick, Sam Elkins,

Brent Sullivan, Remy Erdman, Brendan Sullivan; Back- Ella Richardson, Henry
Coote, Andrew Mesrobian, Mike Hernandez, Haywood Sarkes

NORTH TOWNSEND - FIRST SESSION
Front- Jamie McDonnell, Vernon Wright, Ghase Tilson, Walker Hyman, Jasper Burkey;

Middle- Alex Mazansky, Alistair Nalle, Reed Falkenrath, Ollie Lomas, Will Ryckman,
Gabe Feurtado, Connor Smith, Nicholas Fenton, Ben Sanford, J.Z, Zucker; Back-

Andrew Vought, Jack Lynch, Jack Radutzky, Sam Paine, Meg Shenton
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SOUTH BUNKERHILL - FIRST SESSION
Front- Jasper Chartener, Ryan Howard, Johnny Silver; Middle- Luke Trowbridge, Nick
Marshall, Billy Kitchel, Peter Lim, Cedar Cannon, Frazier Dougherty, Zander DeLuca,
Andrew Naber, Owen Brown, Coop Warrington, Billy Marin, Myles Anderson; Back-

Patrick Jurney, Evan Kantor, Mike Orr, Hayden DeSanto, Betsy Sednaoui

SOUTH CUNNINGHAM - FIRST SESSION
Front- Caleb Conner, Burnham Johnston, Cobey Bluinenthal, Nic Valdes; Middle-
Oliver Firmenich, Sam Hall, Collin Rodrigue, Tomas Stockton, Andrew DeLuca. Harry
Bell, Colin McNamara-Bordewick, Lucas Falezan, Charlie Riker, Vedant Kiyawat;
Back- Sam Donato, Katie Moran, Evan Dyal, Jamie Drayton, Tom Ramage
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SOUTH TOWNSEND - FIRST SESSION
Front- Mitch Palombi, Jackson DaPuzzo, Peter McAuliffe, James Hughes, Jack Glomb,
Liam Harkins; Middle- Grady MacKeigan, Alex McCall, Warner Greene, A.J. Michalski,

Jack Hutchins, Charlie Denby, MacLean Schweizer, Phil Rosenthal; Back- John
Goodman, Mike Powell, Kaley Ricciardelli, Ben Wheeler, Cam Holt

NORTH BUNKERHILL - FIRST SESSION
Front- George Mennen, Jack Redfield, Jack LaCasse, Henry Pohle; Middle- Sander

Saridakis, Jordan Orloff, Tim O'Brien, Oliver Kendall, Emmet McDonnell, Andrew
Wilson, Tom Roscoe, Bobby Gould, Dodge Woloson; Back- Louis Cusano, Tommy
Ward, Pierce Cote, Nick Favaloro, Emily Carney
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NORTH CUNNINGHAM - FIRST SESSION
Front- Campbell Bell, Trey Zenker, Alexander Maruszewski, Cameron Thompson,
Sebastian Frankel, Ben Scully; Middle- Hugh Zanelli, Carter Vincent, William Scott,

Max Gilbert, Harry Saridakis, Henry Bright, Brooks Allen, Kieran Blunnie; Back-
Spencer Ward, John Wilson, Jake Hart, Celeste Jones

SOUTH HARRIS - FIRST SESSION
Front- Tyler Eichmann, Zeke Reilly, Sam Kartsonis, Jackson Eisen; Middle- Brooks
Sleeper, Cameron Smith, Matthew Brown, Will Zierden, Aidan Dove, Paul Sullivan,

Alex Naber, Si Cunningham, William Baratta, Aidan Donoho; Back- Jack Kenyon,
Max Pinsky, Freddy Bower, Ryan Ford, Garrett Phillips
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SOUTH HARRINGTON - FIRST SESSION
Front- Arthur Courtois, Philip Kaplan, Liam Dun, Aidan York, Patrick Howard;
Middle- Conner Thomas, Hamish Dubitsky, Bo O'Connor, Nick Scully, Graham Kelley,

Will Miller, Jack Filmer, Andy Mcllvaine, Daniel Edison; Back- Tom Heffernan, Buck
Auchincloss, Calum Mitchell, Henry Beveridge, Mimi Middlebrooks

NORTH HARRIS - FIRST SESSION
Front- Drew Baigorri, Jack Gallagher, Lucas Benedickson, Julio Baigorri; Middle- Will

Earley, Spencer Sapir, Finn Johnston, Henry Kenney, Jack Wilmerding, Spence Robbins,

Emmet IVIcNamara, Nate Bartlett, Javi Baigorri; Back- Warren von Weise, Tierney Ford,

Greg Ferland, Max Lasser
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BANK I - FIRST SESSION
Front- Bass Turner, Ludo Viani, Nicholas Piccchione, Henry Scott, Nick Ruber, Hayes
Zierden, Andrew Lee, James Pokorny; Back- Dan Hernandez, Chris Yates, Charlie

Cowen-Breen, Jack Benedickson, Quentin Abramo, Will Magargee, Nat Shenton, Paul

Zetterberg, Erin Luby

BANK II - FIRST SESSION
Front- Jack Hall, Timmy Thompson, Thomas Dixon; Middle- Wes Dixon, Finn
McConaughy, Eli Mundy, Dan Schechter, Ben Joslin, Declan McCarthy, Vitto Niccoli.

Max Ludington, Ksavek Danilowicz, Christiaan Smith; Back- Ted Watson. Jake

Rockefeller, Emily Gabriel, Duncan Morris
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ALLAGASH I - FIRST SESSION
Front- Peter Knowlton, George Janvier, Nicholas Slimmon; Middle- Ian Fay, Max
Arnold, Chris Wolferth, Matthew Kellett, Jebb Vincent, Thomas Falezan, Jeremy
Safford, Alden Blue, Charlie Hollington; Back- Max Harmon, Ben Swanson, Nolan
Doyle, Claire Mesrobian

ALLAGASH II - FIRST SESSION
Front- Christian Rodrigue, Justin Callahan; Middle- Wallace Jackson, Daniel Tepler,

Mac Berry, Chase Hedlund, Gal Agran, Tom Linkas; Back- Garret Jensen, Will Fox,

Claire Mesrobian
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ALLAGASH III - FIRST SESSION
Front- Penh Alicandro, Alex Valdes, Carter Feiss, Clarence Cox, Billy Leyden, Chris

Stephenson; Back- Logan Jackonis, Ben Frey, Spencer Ducharme, Michael Pilkington,

Colin Redmond, Pietro Barbieri

LONG VOYAGE I - FIRST SESSION
Front- C.J. Richardson, Reed Dowdy; Back- Jeffers Insley, Taylor Cashman, Liam
Duggan, Henry Gribbell, Will Cordonnier, Sam Gardner, Marty Arnold, Connor
Kaniewski
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LONG VOYAGE II - FIRST SESSION
Front- States Langham; Middle- Andrew Pittman, Sam Velleca, Chris Kartsonis,

Andrew Hennessy, Henry Hass, Alex Ulm, Brooks Hennessy; Back- Nick Sanchez,

Ned Carpenter

LONG VOYAGE III - FIRST SESSION
Front- Andrew Binder, Michael Tirone, Cam Stafford, Mac Stevens, Marcus Pagliarulo,

Kam Landry, Toofs Rowland, George Cole; Back- Eli Campbell, Ian Travis
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MAINE TRAILS I - FIRST SESSION
Front- Alex Armour; Middle- Mac Muller, Robert Dettmann, Parker Dotson, Conner
Callahan, Nathaniel Lyons, Will Bliss, Thomas Dougherty, Tristan Chaix; Back- Chris

Sanchez, Turney McKee, Chase Clemens

MAINE TRAILS II - FIRST SESSION
Front- Jack Kilgallon, Jeff Coote, Matthew Harrison, Andrew Connei, Nate Stuart.

Leighton Calvin, Matty Sullivan, David Regal; Back- Tyler Hill, Jake Taylor, Gui
Gutkin-Nicolas, Sam Pinsky
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MAINE TRAILS III - FIRST SESSION
Front- Ben Dixon; Middle- Chase Clarke, Sammy Denby, Josh Reilly, Brandon Hawley,
Greg Venizelos, Jack Davenport, Patrick Friend; Back- Gordon Johnson, Cole Phillips,

Henry Clark, Harris Clark
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JUNIOR KIEVE COURAGE - SECOND SESSION
Front- Atticus Short, George Ryckman, Peter Garrison, James Ferguson, Lorny Goodyear,

Henry Hoeffner, Logan Henyon; Middle- Xander McTeague, Carson Hallowell, Banks
Young, James Weiss, Colin Regan, Johnny Hoffman, Grayson McNeely; Back- Max
Pinsky, Cal Mitchell, Kaley Ricciardelli, Cole Phillips

. ...... ^^'i' s\t^wmmmmm^^m^am^.mm
JUNIOR KIEVE KINDNESS - SECOND SESSION

Front- Cohen Giberson, Ezra Padgett, Sevi Butler, Hugh Gardiner, Andrew Rittenberry,

Ben Rosenbaum; Middle- Ian Rothfeld, Owen Lathrop, Aidan Del Col, Will Slootmaker,

Alexander Georges, Alex Henry, Walt Gaskin, Jake Masters; Back- Betsy Sednaoui,
Greg Ferland, Reed Dowdy
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JUNIOR KIEVE LOYALTY - SECOND SESSION
Front- Luke Thibault, Chris Kagan, Will Benford, Ryan Hardiman, Will San Jose,

Martin Kentas; Middle- Eli Forant, John Freeman, Walker Thorne, Griffin Woodard,
Tobey Moller, Thompson Geraghty; Back- Freddy Bower, Mimi Middlebrooks, Gui
Gutkin-Nicolas

JUNIOR KIEVE PERSERVERANCE - SECOND SESSION
Front- J.D. Farkas, Addison Cleary, Garrett Hall, Tommy Burton, Gray Doyle;

Middle- William Ferguson, James Baker, Brooks Robinson, Caleb Schultz, Collin

Handy, Holeman Pride, Campbell Holliday; Back- Turney McKee, Emily Carney, Jack

Kenyon
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JUNIOR KIEVE RESPECT - SECOND SESSION
Front- Wyatt Doyle, Edward Nagler, Misha Toomey-Brown, Jack Wilkinson, Jack Pyle,

Philip Sears, Philip Camuto; Middle- Colin Dowling, Daniel Evans, Charlie Burke,

Ivey Gehring, John Dunn, Griffin Warren; Back- Chris Sanchez, Logan Jackonis, Claire

Mesrobian, Mike Hernandez

SOUTH GLENAYR - SECOND SESSION
Front- Alex Patricelli, Andrew Jaroch, Dev Mehrish; 2nd row- Patten Royal, Grady
Johnson, Graham Johnson, Bryson Escobar, Henry Stone, Oliver Carneal; 3rd row-
Jack Karst, Theo Walsh, Harper Moxcey, Max d'Aumale, Theodore Chavarot: Back-
Nolan Doyle, Tierney Ford, Henry Clark, Max Pinsky, Dan Hernandez
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NORTH GLENAYR - SECOND SESSION
Front- Thomas Kisilywicz, Graham Beers, Carter Levine, Gem Bugdaycay; Middle-
Charlie Grunow, Gray Connolly, Stephen Souder, Beckham Ytterdahl, Ascher Cahn,
Bo Bensley, Aiden Connor, Harris Proctor, Nelson Lamb, Milo Feldberg; Back- Ryan
Cholnoky, Erin Luby, Spencer Ward, Ed Haubenreiser, Cal Mitchell

NORTH TOWNSEND - SECOND SESSION
Front- Graycen Hayes-Begley, Tucker Fearey, Brooks Walker; Middle- Peter Del

Col, Finn Pennings, Marco Schinella, Gunnar Young, Will Lesko, Joe Richter, Will

Kaufmann, Dickie HoUington, James Boyle, Tyler Rodgers; Back- Pierce Cote, Garret

Jensen, Ryan Ford, CJ. Richardson, Max Lasser
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SOUTH BUNKERHILL - SECOND SESSION
Front- Michael Brackett, Brooks Catlin, Paddy Cauley; Middle, Luc Ribault, Brennan
Escobar, Sam Carneal, Ali Buzacott, Dray Krahmer, Jack Kisilywicz, Alex Santo

Domingo, Trey Souder, Sam Cooper; Back- Ned Carpenter, Ben Colley, Alexa Marcil,

Ian Travis, Henry Beveridge

SOUTH CUNNINGHAM - SECOND SESSION
Front- Dillon Sutko; Middle- Rob Geniesse, Mark Shapiro, Charlie Niccolini, Elias

Weston, Lucas Galarza, Gill Saligman, Patch Duffy, Alex Unruh, Caleb Packard, Gavin
Reid, Sam Gardiner; Back- Gui Gutkin-Nicolas, Paul Zetterberg, Ben Swanson, Fiff

Vlack, Katie Moran, Will Stevens
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SOUTH TOWNSEND - SECOND SESSION
Front- Eli Swift, Ben Johnson, Max Gomez, Luke Casteen; Middle- Tim Chirkov,

Christo Casale, Griffin Makovsky, Barrett Lathrop, Matthew Sewall, Henry Mallory,

Miles Lasser, Vincent Shea, Pasha Chirkov; Back- Dallas Thayer, Nick Sanchez, Meg
Shenton, Henry Arcano, Cam Holt

NORTH BUNKERHILL I - SECOND SESSION
Front- Will Edwards, Wyatt Walker, Lars Nordquist, Luke Burleson, Ryan Cull, Beckett

Scully, Tucker Catlin; Middle- Adrien Chavarot, Jasper Penning, Andrew Busch,

Hayden Hunt, Will Mallory, Patrick Elwood, Tyler Unruh; Back- John Goodman,
Haywood Sarkes, Warren von Weise, Ella Richardson
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NORTH BUNKERHILL II - SECOND SESSION
Front- Pablo Garza, Reed Patricelli; 2nd row- Jack Thibodeau, Ben Talpey, Greg Pykett,

Brock Froschauer; 3rd row- Nolan St. John, Rohin Bobba, Jack Lonergan, Dean Maner,
Nick Donaldson, Doyle Catlin, Max Bensley, Thomas Henry, Nathaniel Cimral; Back-

Jack Kenyon, Sam Paine, Will Fox, Hanna Wiegers, Tom Ramage

NORTH CUNNINGHAM - SECOND SESSION
Front- Bailey Williams, Hudson Lazzara, Ben Thorsheim, Jack Lawrence, Bayard Walsh.
Bower Schmaltz; Middle- Len McEniry, Thomas de Carbonnieres, Hudson Neleman.
Sam Emery, Colton Mairs, Andrew Miller, Charlie Thomas, Foster Ames; Back- Evan
Kantor, Jack Radutzky, James Reimer, Celeste Jones
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SOUTH HARRIS - SECOND SESSION
Front- Miles Gaskin, Eli Campbell, William Cauley, Graham McTeague, Ollie Dunlap;
Middle- Carter Boykin-Holland, Drew Boykin-Holland, Egor Vasiljevs, Jess Tuglu,

Jack Sparks, Ethan Carls, Leo Zimmermann, Win Lane, Will Staniar, Bjorn Bowser;

Back- Pietro Barbieri, Chris Sanchez, John Wilson, Patrick Jurney, Kaley Ricciardelli

SOUTH HARRINGTON - SECOND SESSION
Front- Joel Hatch, Max Carneal, Jack Roberts, Gonzalo Deschapelles; Middle- Xander
Martin, Landon Bachman, Max Gesner, Diego Garza, Zander Gomez, Joe Geniesse,

J.T. McAllister, Andrew Aarts, Christian Conte; Back- Max Harmon, Andrew Vought,

Betsy Sednaoui, Andrew Mesrobian
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NORTH HARRIS - SECOND SESSION
Front-Harper Johnson, Ethan Smith, Cole Rogers, Hank Robinson; Middle- Dunk
MacAvoy-Thompson, Zach Koester, Henry Ledyard, Garret Dyckman, Thacher Smith,

Clark O'Bryan, Graham Codd, Aiden Woodard, Coop Black, Philippe de Saint-Seine;

Back- Jake Lynch, Jamie Drayton, Emily Carney, Tom Heffernan

BANK I - SECOND SESSION
Front- Nick Kelley, Eric Schlenk, Will Sears, Theo Stone; Middle- Ian McTeague,
Matteo Perper, Tim White, Johnny HoUington, Eric Mehrberg, Drew Marshall.

Henry HoUiday, Cameron Chiaramonte, Nicolas Giandrea; Back- Ben Wheeler. Buck
Auchincloss, Claire Mesrobian, Jake Hart
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BANK II - SECOND SESSION
Front-Stephen Brackett, Mikey Kantor, George Brinn; Middle- Marco Suarez, Teddy
Truex, Jonah Hirsch, Mike Hornung, Travis Knof, Victor Scheibler, Grant Carlson; Back-

Tommy Deegan, Brady Reynolds, Evan Dyal, Hayden DeSanto, Mimi Middlebrooks,
Chase Clemens, Peyton Bean

ALLAGASH I - SECOND SESSION
Front- Charlie Hansen, Max Van Aller; Middle- Niall McDonald, Henry McNeill,

Parker Swensrud, Walt Geraghty, Sam Czaja, Andrew Clark, Graham Bennett; Back-

Brooks Biddle, Harry Makovsky, Trey Zenker, Jake Rockefeller, Kidder Erdman,
Andrew Dorman, Henry Wright
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ALLAGASH II - SECOND SESSION
Front Brinton Thomas, Thomas BCrush, Forrest Lazzara; Middle- Will Miller, Patrick

Kavanagh, Wyeth Morgan, Parker Loonie, Ethan Reid, Stuart Baker, Will Seaman,
Max Thorsheim, Leo Steger, Aaron Zhao; Back- Mike Powell, Nat Shenton, Garrett

Phillips

ALLAGASH 111 - SECOND SESSION
Front- David Cantillo, Graham Nielsen; Middle- Drew Matson, Andrew Obstler, Jack
Nathan, Zephyr Pascador, Ben Eichler, Keegan Froschauer, Duncan Walsh, William
Yanes; Back- Brad Geismar, Sam Donato
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LONG VOYAGE I - SECOND SESSION
Front- Keelan Woodard, Bob Zintl, Sal Suarez; Middle- Buddy Burrows, Ellis Cooper,

Valentin Schneidewind, Luca Perper, Charlie Streator, Conor Boyle, Joseph Riley,

Zane Buono, Jamie Holt; Back- Mike Orr, Taylor Strasburger, Paul Justenhoven, Walker
Barnes

LONG VOYAGE II - SECOND SESSION
Front- Josh Morehouse, Grey McGloon, Duncan Crow, Jared Schott, Sam Clifford, Nick

Potter, Connor Wolfe, Austin Conte; Back- Chris Mackey, Addison St. Onge-May
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MAINE TRAILS I - SECOND SESSION
Front- Ben Fox, Bo Hawkes; Middle- Jules Cook, Sam Zintl, Constantin Scheibler,

Will Kaback, Bruce Haywood, Malik Washington, Nick Speranza; Back- Ted Watson,
Harry Hill

MAINE TRAILS II - SECOND SESSION
Front- Jake Donaldson, Clayton Smith, David Dayya, Billy Dietze, Ben Weaver. Matt
Donaldson, Nick Baker; Back- Pete Cooke, Louis Cusano, Henry Coote
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First Session OD Reports

Day 1, June 24th - Charlie Richardson
After twelve days of staff training,

ranging from seminars to moving
luggage, to rafting to setting up activity

areas, the 2014 counselors were ready
for another summer. We all arrived at

breakfast clean shaven and donning our
new orange polo shirts. After a quick pep
talk we took our positions and spent the

day greeting each camper. First to arrive

was Si Cunningham shortly followed

by our Nashville brothers, Cooper and
Warner Greene.

During the day we took tours all around
camp and played with the new 9 square

in the air game and our new sailboats.

We took an afternoon break for our first

bowl of Round Top Ice Cream then had
some cabin games before the arrival

of the busses that made their way all

the way from Philadelphia at 7:00 AM.
Dinner time and beyond consisted of a

number of traditions including spaghetti

dinner. Super Counselor, Simon Says,

lowering the flags and the first rendition

of the Kieve Song. A beautiful start to the

session.

Day 2, June 25th - Louis Cusano
Swim Island

The rain didn't stop this Swim Island

day from being a success. We awoke
at 8 a.m. for Flag where my two North
Bunker Hill campers, Tom Roscoe and
Oliver Kendall raised the flag. I gave

a quick speech on the nuts and bolts

of a normal breakfast at Kieve and the

campers proceeded to follow Counselor
Ed around campus before heading back
to Pasquaney for the breakfast line.

Breakfast went swimmingly... haha. We
had a great test duty of musical chairs

with the added bonus of the mayonnaise
chair. Garret Jensen got the mayo chair

and test duty.

Next up was the all camp picture.

Everybody got dressed up in their most
ridiculous clothes and we took the 2014
Camp Kieve photo. After the photo,

the new campers headed down to the

waterfront for the Kieve Island Swim
and the veteran campers enjoyed some

open hill. The new campers absolutely

crushed the island swim, even with the

tough weather. We were all ready for a

big lunch afterwards.

We enjoyed some delicious quesadillas

then ambled back to our cabins for a

much needed rest period. All the campers
wrote letters home telling their parents

about their first day's achievements.

After lunch we had some assigned

activities for all the campers. 9 Square in

the Air was definitely one of the favorites

of the day. After activities, instead of

general swim, we played a game of

Eggolution, a spinoff of rock papers

shoot. Afterward, we ate a big ole dinner

and the campers mingled and played on
Frisbee highway.

During announcements some beef

was started over whether 9- Square or 4-

Square was a better game. The argument
got pretty heated between Nolan Doyle
and Trey Zenker so I decided there was
only one way to decide which game was
better... A HUGE GAME OF CAPTURE
THE FLAG. Trey's team defended
Harriet House. There were some big hits

involving Chris Mackey and Gill Walker.

Young Camper Leo had a spectacular

game as well. We were all exhausted

after the game and made our way to

Flag. I had two Maine Trails lower the

flag and told the campers a story of my
first couple days at Camp Kieve. It was
a peaceful night and we headed to bed.

GREAT FIRST DAY! It felt truly amazing
to finally be back at Camp Kieve.

Day 3, June 26th - Pietro Barbieri

Terrible time to start the day, but perfect

for the theme of the day SURVIVAL.
Italian Indiana Jones was waiting

under the rain for the intrepid and
courageous campers. The storm has not

stopped anyone; in fact, it made them
more determined.

Raised the flag from Billy Leyden
and Colin Redmond, we headed to taste

us a hearty breakfast. We devoured an
excellent meal, prepared by our fantastic

chefs and even a touch of magic from

Russ.
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Have been called to prove their worth

and their ability, 2 teams, each made
of 5 participants, represented the best

universities of the North and South of

the country.

A fundamental characteristic to

mention is that the representatives the

North as tradition and fashion were all

dressed preppy. While young scholars of

were dressed southern south.

But back to us, presenting the

representatives of the two factions: for

the North team, we have John Goodman,
Trey Zenker, Max Harmon, Ben Wheeler
and Emily Carney; for the South team, Ed
Haubenreiser, Reed Dowdy, Heyden de

Santo, Louis Cusano and Emily Gabriel.

The first challenge was to deal with

the treacherous Slackline, which led

to the defeat and unfortunately the

elimination of the first competitor

Heyden representative of the South
Immediately after the traditional camp

cleaning, it had to face the formidable

test of tug of war that led the team to the

victory again of the colleges North and
eliminating the poor and pretty Emily
Gabriel. At the end of this test the young
and brave campers threw themselves

into their work.

During the lunch was played a titanic

clash of Jenga. Although the North team
had demonstrated strength, intelligence

and courage in the previous tests, these

qualities were not enough to rnaintain

the advantage, resulting in the victory

of the opposing team and unfortunately

the poor Max was eliminated in barbaric

manner. Although the battle had attracted

a lot of attention, in the air there was a

certain excitement around. Justified by
the imminent start of the match, more
important for America Against the

formidable Germany.
Made a small exception to the rule

but more than justified the match was
projected for all 2-stroke including extra

time. There was only one camper who
has cheered for his beloved country,

The heart of the little heroes cried; only

to hear the song of the national anthem.
Although it was a memorable game and
not to be forgotten Germany won by a

goal to nil, after the game there were 45
minutes rest before our activities would

start in the standard.

By the approach of dinner were
presented more terrible ordeals for our

brave contenders, starting from a test

prank, which resulted in elimination

of Louis, representative of the South.

While the campers and all the staff could
enjoy a 'excellent dinner cooked by our
grill master,' the contestants meeting
within in one team was preparing to

face the fearsome test of pitcher-holding

company, where he was defeated Reed
unfortunate.

Enjoyed dinner and finished the

announcements, then was addressed last

and formidable test which consisted of

10 questions. Whoever would answer
the most questions correctly would have
been able to eliminate 2 opponents, the

victory of this trial went to our Trey, who
knocked out Ed and Ben.

The remaining participants John, Emily
and Trey with such haste and agility

have gone to hide in camp to begin for

ESCAPE THE FREEDOM!!
Ended the day we brought together all

for lowering the flag, which was lowered
by Clarence Cox and Chris Stephenson.

But participants eliminated voted for

who they think would be worthy to take

the place of Italian Jones, after the vote

the winner of the day was Trey.

Calm down tempers must campers, I

wanted to remember how beautiful it is

to live every single day at Kieve
RS. 1 want to thank Mike Orr, without

him I would never be able to create such
a special day.

Day 4 June 27th - Evan Kantor
Today was an absolutely incredible

day. After two poor weather days, the

boys of Camp Kieve finally woke up to

the sun. The weather was a perfect 70

and sunny, and the anticipation of the

first normal, classic day of camp stirred

through the boys. At Flag the boys were
encouraged to enjoy everything such a

perfect day has to offer, and to relish in

the fact that they were at the best place

on Earth. The Mennen brothers, whose
father was a camper here as well, raised

the flag, and the day begun with much
excitement. Breakfast went as usual:

loud music, banging on the tables,
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chanting, and plenty of shenanigans in

between. We ate delicious chocolate chip

bread with the normal trimmings of fruit,

yogurt, and cereal, before watching a few
counselors compete in chubby bunnies
for the Test duty.

After breakfast and morning duties

activities were on their way. Everything

from sailing to adventure was open, and
the packed camp took full advantage of

every opportunity to enjoy the day. Boys
tanned at the waterfront, played Kubb
at country club, scored goals in soccer,

and nailed bulls-eyes at archery. We
finally had our first General Swim, and
the boys couldn't wait to cool off in the

water underneath a cloudless sky. To get

in from the rafts the boys performed skits

reflecting a perfect boys paradise, and we
saw routines ranging from endless bacon
islands to endless bacon living rooms.

Boys love bacon.

By lunch camp was in full swing, and
the delicious teriyaki chicken dippers

paired with egg rolls and fried rice

replenished the exhausted boys. A much
deserved rest hour followed, where the

boys were able to sign up for whatever
activities they wanted since the weather
allowed for everything to be open. Kieve
is truly the most incredible place on the

planet when we are blessed with such a

perfect day, and even the first year boys
who are still settling in recognized how
fortunate they were to be here for the

summer.
The boys absolutely powered through

two activity periods, gaining quals in just

about every activity. We had an especially

large amount of quals in water activities

since the warm, beautiful weather drew
campers to the lake. After activities we
had another General Swim, but this

time the raft skits were performing a

scene from the boys' favorite movie. We
saw hilarious reenactments of scenes

from "Anchorman," "300," "Dumb and
Dumber," and even "Titanic."

Dinner consisted of a perfect capstone

of meatloaf and rice to top off our perfect

day. But the day couldn't end without

the perfect evening activity to match
the perfect day, so we played a huge
campwide game of Olympics. The boys
transferred through seven activities

competing head to head with another
cabin. The activities were archery,

knockout, Frisbee golf, a saltine eating

contest, a foot race, a relay race, and
a canoe race. All the boys got a great

chance to exercise their camp skills, and
they all had a blast.

Flag concluded our day with a

message of optimism and happiness.

The boys were encouraged to remember
the perfect days like today when days
are perhaps not as perfect, to remember
that positivity can make any day perfect,

and to not sweat the smxall stuff. Pete

Sanford and Andrew Jessup, two South
Glenayrians representative of the future

of Kieve, lowered the flag, and the boys
went to sleep with thoughts of sunshine
and happiness on their minds. Today,

Camp Kieve was absolutely perfect.

Day 5, June 28th - John Goodman
The camp awoke today in eager

anticipation of the night's Air Guitar

festival at Disco PQ, featuring the much
awaited Ritz Skit as well as an act from
each cabin from South Glenayr to Long
Voyage III. Upon ascending to the flag

however, we realized we'd be getting

more than we bargained for. To our

shock, Kieve's biggest music mogul,
Pietro Sanchez, had been murdered that

morning, shot in the back on Pasquaney
porch on the way up from his morning
swim. The assailant was unknown, and
every cabin was called on to play detective

and deduce the killer's true identity. But

first, Liam and Colin Harkins raised the

flag and the camp made its way down to

PQ for breakfast.

Once there we enjoyed some period-

appropriate (1980-1989) pump-up tunes,

and ace detective Columbo Goodman
introduced the kids to the seven suspects

he'd assembled: Sanchez's own son,

Addison "Kingslayer" Sanchez, his

primary business rival Edward Haube
of Radioactive Records and Betsy and
Shenton Haube, Haube's wife and
daughter, as well as Sanchez's own
employees, bodyguard Mackey Kistler

and lawyer Powell Hagen, and finally

the mysterious talent agent for the Ritz,

Peach Mars. Every suspect had a possible

motive, and the plot thickened as Addison
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Sanchez and Shenton announced their

engagement at Indian Circle, much to the

consternation of Shenton 's father Ed.

We spent the morning activity period

enjoying the sun, with South Glenayr

and other cabins being sent off to spend
the day at the beach and one lucky

cabin embarking for the Snowgoose.
But back at camp we made use of the

beautiful weather for swimming, stand-

up paddleboarding, pirates, and sailing,

as well as Allagash preparing for their

thirteen-day trip that began the next

day with a Roscoe Wetlaufer-led canoe

clinic.

By morning G-Swim, where the

campers showed off their best 80s action

movie trailers for raft skits, there had
been some progress made on the case,

with the cabin of Long Voyage III having

already handed in their accusation. South
Harrington having discovered some key
clues, and South Tovmsend and Bank
I — who had teamed up to solve the

murder — hot on the killer's trail. Lunch
brought with it some amusing counselor

announcements ("Mackey gets Wacky"
and "Nat Shenton Accelerates") and
a delicious (as always) meal from the

kitchen staff.

We had a quiet rest hour in our

cabins next and signed up for afternoon

activities, including in addition to the

usual archery, tennis, swimming, riflery,

etc., a double-period sailing trip and
a special 1980s music karaoke, or, as

Tommy called it upon assigning Mike Orr

to man the karaoke machine, Kara-orr-ke.

Everybody ran off to their activities once
rest hour was over, but first came through
Indian Circle, where to everyone's shock
Peach Mars was murdered by poisoning -

one fewer suspect and one more victim.

By dinner several cabins had figured

out a few key details, including the

nature of Peach Mars' corrupt business

practices, Ed and Sanchez's disapproval

of Shenton's fling with the Kingslayer,

and Mackey's mysterious firing by
Sanchez. Each cabin turned in their

accusations before everything came
to a head — Kieve gossip reporter Eli

Campbell, who had provided some
tidbits of evidence throughout the day,

revealed that Addison and Shenton had

eloped to the chapel during G-Swim and
were now married. No sooner had the

camp congratulated them and Edward
fumed over his daughter's choice than

a masked man appeared on the roof

of Disco PQ. A gunshot sounded and
Addison toppled to the floor, clutching

his shoulder. But before the gunman
could get off a lethal shot, professional

camp counselor Evan Dyal appeared as

if from nowhere and delivered an expert

judo chop to the shooter's neck. Having
arrived back from his primer to Hog
Island just in time, Dyal unmasked the

assailant to reveal — Mackey Kistler!

Sanchez's loyal bodyguard!
But Mackey hadn't worked alone.

It turned out that Shenton was in fact

Pietro Sanchez's secret daughter, and
Addison, Mackey, Sanchez, and Mars
had all been pawns in her sinister ploy to

inherit. Both Sanchez's Mackey revealed

her treachery to Dyal, she took flight,

but thankfully we remembered that,

though he starts out slow, Nat Shenton
has a mean acceleration rate, and after

an imploring chant he set out after her.

The murderers apprehended, the EA was
back on: a camp-wide Air Guitar festival

at Disco PQ.
Memorable acts included North

Bunker Hill's rendition of Clarence

Carter's Patches (starring Angus Bell and
Ben Meglin as Patches and his mother
respectively). South Townsend's Let it

Go of Frozen fame, South Cunningham's
trash-bag clad Hustle, and of course the

annual Ritz Skit. The cabin that really

stole the show in the end however was
Bank I with their performance to A Tribe

Called Red's Electric Pow Wow Drum,
being called out for two encores and
given a chance to dance alongside the

Ritz. Bank I took home Best Dressed,

Best Solo, and Best Act, and everybody
had a wildly fun night.

Once the Ritz and Bank I had finished

all their encores (the final Ritz Skit

featuring Garret Jensen and Nat Shenton)
we came outside Innisfree for Jack

Hutchins and Alex McCall to lower the

flag. With a few words about the day to

send everyone home to their cabins for

the night, the flag was lowered, the song
was sung, and the day was done.
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Day 6, June 29th - Mimi Middlebrooks
It's the first Sunday of camp! Marking

this day as Sunday Funday, the whole
camp became acquainted with Kieve's

way of making Sunday a fun day. Each
cabin learned the secret inspection spots

and passed inspection with flying colors.

After choir practice, we were blessed

with Lala Kennedy's melodies on the

organ. There were some loud voices, and
there were some sweet voices, and Mike
Orr shared his views on the many ways
in which Kieve is special. Between our

grilled chicken lunch and grilled burgers

and hot dogs for dinner, the day was full

of sunshine, activities, g-swim and many
Frisbees thrown.

We concluded the day with Carnival

activities including bobbing for apples,

pie a counselor in the face, eat a donut
with no hands, karaoke, and other fun

activities. Hyped up on all of the candy
awarded at the carnival, our Sunday
Funday came to an end as we lowered
the flag, determined to make each day at

camp a fun day!

Day 7, June 30th - Ed Haubenreiser
Frisbee Prohibition Day
Today was a difficult day for the boys

of Camp Kieve. O.D. and attorney at law
Ed O'Doyle (Ed Haubenreiser) informed
the camp at morning flag that unfortunate

events occurred the night before: two
people had been throwing the Frisbee

when all of the sudden one of the throws
struck a bird and knocked it unconscious.

Immediately after the incident, the

Maine State Bird Society sued Kieve
under suspicion of raising campers to

hunt down birds with Frisbees.

As a result, this Monday morning
was graced with the presence of Mike
and Jack O'Doyle (Mike Orr and Jack

Radutzky), who were not only the two
representatives from the Maine State

Bird Society, but also the father and
brother of Ed O'Doyle. To help enforce

the ban on Frisbees for the day, Mike and
Jack employed members of the Italian

mafia (Pietro Barbieri and Emily Carney).

Thankfully enough, all of Kieve's

counselors had passed their bar exam
for the jurisdiction of Lincoln County,
making them all certified to practice

as lawyers. While Ed O'Doyle acted as

mediator between the two sides, Evan
Kantor and Henry Coote sided with Kieve

and Evan Dyal sided with Mike and Jack.

Once the situation was discussed and the

flag was raised, the kids raced down to

Pasquaney to enjoy their bacon and egg

filled breakfast.

Following breakfast and morning
announcements, "test duty" was given to

Ella Richardson, Ryan Ford, Henry Coote,

and Nat Shenton for unsuccessfully

spelling the names of several staff

members. After completing morning
duties, the kids were sent off to their

various activities which, to the dismay
of many, did not include the usual

"Frolf" due to the recent prohibition.

Instead, most kids made signs displaying

their support or animosity towards

the new law. Once morning activities

and general swim were over, everyone
came to Pasquaney to enjoy their

pulled chicken sandwiches. Debates

between those in favor of Frisbees and
those against Frisbees raged on through

announcements, ultimately ending
in a riveting protest by Mike and Jack

O'Doyle.

The kids went on to their afternoon

activities once rest hour was over, a tough
feat after having seen the Frisbees taken

out of their shed by the Bird Society's

Italian mafia during Indian Circle. A
pasta dinner filled the stomachs of many
hungry boys that evening after afternoon

activities and general swim. Upon the

completion of evening announcements.
Trey Zenker and camper/witness
Burnham Johnston identified Mike and
Jack O'Doyle as avid Frisbee throwers,

a claim to which they responded by
fleeing the scene, never to be heard from
again. Alas, Camp Kieve was once again

a hub for disc throwing! But because of

the O'Doyles capturing and hiding of

Kieve's Frisbees, the evening activity

became a scavenger hunt for Frisbees.

South Harrington was the winning cabin

having found six of the twenty-four

hidden Frisbees.

The night ended with a closing speech
by mediator Ed O'Doyle, emphasizing
how privileged everyone is to experience

a camp like Kieve at such a young time
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in their life. The flag was soon lowered
and everyone was sent to their cabins for

bed. A great day in the books, but surely

an even better one tomorrow!

Day 8, July 1st - Chris Mackey
You could tell from the time that the

chimes sounded that today was going to

be a beautiful day. By the time everyone
gathered around the flag it was already 70

degrees with bright sun and not a cloud
in the sky. At flag I told the boys to keep
their energy up despite the coming heat,

and to keep hydrated. Bobby Gould and
Dodge Woloson raised the flag to start the

day. I didn't want to do an outlandish

theme day. Instead, I emphasized to the

camp how I wanted to have a classic,

high energy Kieve day. At this time in

the session, the camp is pretty small,

and thus the camp is susceptible to the

midsession doldrums, but I wanted to

make sure that that was avoided.

Breakfast went great. Despite the low
number of kids, everyone banged on the

tables and kept their spirits high. The
soundtrack was part DJ Fox techno set

and part Taylor Swift sing-along. Both
were well received.

Because of the small camp, some
less-utilized activities were open. For

example, we had some boys working
in the garden, and as a result had some
fantastic fresh Kieve Garden lettuce in

the salad bar at lunch.

After a leisurely lunch, the boys got

into the chants and made me get wacky,

a new favorite.

The afternoon activities were a great

success. Most of the boys headed to

various waterfront activities in order to

beat the heat and humidity of the perfect

Maine day.

We closed off the day with a classic

Evening Activity: Ultimate Sports Day.

Counselors ran different sports activities

ranging from dodgeball to the climbing

wall to foursquare, and the boys were
free to move between all of the stations.

At flag I had Emmet McDonnell
and Jack LaCasse lower the flag, after I

shared my thoughts on the importance of

bringing the energy and attitude of Kieve

into their worlds back home.
Despite the small camp, everyone kept

the energy up and really made today a

classic Kieve day. I'd like to thank the

staff for keeping the moods high and
energy up, and the campers for not
letting the sometimes-oppressive heat

and humidity dampen their spirits. It

was a great day.

Day 9, July 2nd - Henry Coote
We gathered around the flag promptly

at eight o'clock with only six cabins

still at camp. Finn Jacobs and Louis
Rosenthal raised the flag after I talked

about embracing the last relaxed day
before we take in five new JK cabins on
Wednesday. The boys were treated with
donuts at Pasquaney breakfast before we
bid farewell to two cabins that departed
for trips. Bank II and South Harrington

departed, announced their departure

officially making the day the smallest

camp of the session with just four cabins

in camp for the day.

At morning G-Swim the boys gave

their best reenactments of a story told by
the One, won by Harry Saridakis and the

boys of raft 1. Lunch was very intimate,

given the camp's numbers, but no less

fun than any other day with Frisbee

highway and foursquare matches still

operating in full effect. It was a beautiful

day for the most part so most of the

activities were enjoyed at the waterfront.

The raft skits during second swim were
arguably the best of the year; the boys
performed their interpretations of what
they thought that the Ritz girls did on
their day off. As soon as G-Swim ended,

storm clouds started to slowly roll over

campus. We had the pleasure of feasting

on Kieve homemade pizza for dinner,

v\^hich is always a fan favorite, before

the sky opened up and ended the longest

stretch of great weather that we have had
in camp for a long time.

Due to the weather we played a big

game of deception in Pasquaney for

the evening activity, it was extremely

funny and, even though we had to have
an inside activity, everyone was in high

spirits. This day was a perfect example
of the importance of the Kieve spirit

and how no matter the circumstances

everyone is able to find the best out of

any situation.
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Day 10, July 3rd - Nat Shenton
ARRRRGGGGGG!!!! Today started as

Governor Mike Orr gave the opening

flag speech and rising. He sent everyone

down to breakfast before Captain Nat

Shenton ousted him and Kieve was taken

over by pirates.

After a game of hide and go seek test

duty where Brad Geismar couldn't find

Dan Hernandez, each of the four cabins in

camp made a cabin pirate flag and crew
name, and were judged upon by three

famous pirate judges. South Glenayr was
South Glenarg, North Townsend was
North Booty Raiders, North Bunkerhill

was North Bunker Kiflers, and Bank 1

was Bring that Booty Back. South Glenarg

won the flag making competition with a

sweet rendition of the Kieve logo.

At lunch, all the JK campers started

to arrive as well. There was also a

battleship competition as well between
the cabins as North Bunker Killers took

the gold. After a rest period, each cabin

came up with their pirate shanty. South
Glenarg had by far the best one and the

most elaborate. As afternoon activities

started, the battleship Turney Mckee was
a huge hit.

It poured during afternoon G-swim so

instead another competition was held

in the Buck. A SpongeBob, Blackbeard,

Captain Hook (a pirate version of rock,

paper, scissors) was played instead where
the North Booty Raiders took home the

gold.

After a dinner of pork chops, the cabins

completed a Kieve-themed crossword
puzzle, which the North Bunker Killers

completed first. This left a tie between the

North Bunker Killers and South Glenarg,

meaning both cabins won a competition.

At announcements the Spanish admiral

John Goodman tried to take back Kieve,

which led to a big game of capture the

flag involving all of camp including JK.

The dark team ended up with the game
for the Spanish. After the game we went
to Flag and saw the camp double in size

from the morning with the arrival of JK.

Overall, pirate day was a great success

and with the arrival of JK, it got even
better.

Day 11, July 4th - Jake Lynch
Anticipating a day of rain, the Fourth

of July started with a half hour sleep in.

We all gathered around the flag at 8:30

for another great day at Kieve. After

giving a few words and lowering the flag

everyone headed down to Pasquaney
for a delicious breakfast of eggs and
sausage. The tone was set with rowdy
and patriotic chants and announcements
followed by a funny test duty challenge.

Sam Paine, Andrew Vought and Nat
Shenton faced off in a Statue of Liberty

impression which involved them holding

up a pitcher of water in the same fashion

as the Statue of Liberty holds the torch.

It ended in comedy with a giant shower
for Sam Paine.

After the cabin duties were completed,

we assigned morning activities. We were
all thankful that the rain held off until the

lunch came around. With a flag around
my shoulders and another in my hand, I

enjoyed watching the festivities going on
during free time like four-square, board
games, Frisbee, and nine-square. No rain

could buffer a Kieve Fourth of July.

When lunch was finished, it was
time for announcements. Qualifications

from that morning were announced and
patriotic chants got everyone stoked for

the rest of the afternoon. Nat Shenton's

new activity Pet Rock was quickly

popular among the campers and John
Goodman's Arkos was reinitiated for the

first time all session as well. Following
a much deserved rest hour, everyone
was ready for an afternoon of fun. The
JK cabins were assigned activities like

nature, pottery, and art, while hockey
and dodgeball were highlights of the

afternoon for those that signed up.

When the bell rung, it was time for

general swim despite the drizzle. The
water felt great and was even warmer
than the air. I assigned a raft skit to

come in. This involved creating the best

human firework display using splashes,

and all the rafts came up with something
clever. We all reconvened at Pasquaney
for free-time and enjoyed a great meal of

kielbasa sausages and corn grilled by the

counselors. The announcements were
held inside of the dining hall and the

energy was great.
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I announced the evening activity

v^hich was The Best of the Best. The
v^hole camp gathered inside of Innisfree

to begin. I explained the rules of the game
and everyone's cabin group had to come
up with the best skit for a given category.

The topic was to prepare a presidential

campaign ad and everyone worked
intensely to create something interesting

and funny. The camp watched as each

group performed their skit and a panel

of judges, John Goodman, Nat Shenton,

and Emily Carney provided commentary.
All of the skits proved to be entertaining

but in the end, JK Courage took home the

award for best campaign ad. As the rain

fell heavy outside, we gathered around
the flagpole and reflected on the day. It

was certainly a Fourth of July that I will

remember for years to come.

Day 12, July 5th - Buck Auchincloss

Despite the torrential rain and high

winds, approximately 26 campers awoke
at 6:30 this morning for breakfast before

taking on the Damariscotta Shortcake

Shuffle 5k. By 8:00, the rest of the camp
had stirred and made its way to morning
Flag, where Buck Auchincloss, the OD for

the day, announced that the theme of the

day would be Secret Agents. Through the

rain and wind. Buck explained that the

parts to a top secret bomb had been stolen

from the laboratories, and that Kieve's

best agents, James Bond (Nick Favalaro),

Austin Powers (Ed Haubenreiser), and
Sterling Marston (a new character played

by Taylor Strasburger) were on the case.

At breakfast, the bombmaker, Q (John

Goodman) announced that he was the

only one who knew how to put the bomb
together and the villains, Meg Shenton,

Head of the KieveGB, Arcano the

Volcano, and The Beverage (played by
Henry Beveridge) revealed themselves.

Due to the weather. General Swim was
cancelled, and a big game of Bingo was
held instead. Prizes included getting to

skip to the front of the lunch line, picking

a counselor for Test Duty, and a date with
a Ritz girl. Fortunately, the weather had
cleared up by lunch, and though it was
still overcast, campers made their exodus
from inside of Pasquaney to the picnic

tables outside. After announcements,

the OD skits continued, in which The
Beverage poisoned James Bond at a

masquerade party as a distraction to

kidnap Q so he could rebuild the bomb,
prompting Marston and Powers to vow
revenge despite Shenton's Russian

diplomatic immunity.
Afternoon activities brought with

them the long-awaited return of

Shenanigans with Mike Orr, which was
one of the first activities to fill up sign-

ups completely. Another wildly popular

activity was cooking with the Ritz, led

by Hannah Wiegers, Emily Carney,

and Meg Shenton. In cooking, campers
made spicy quesadillas and delicious

cupcakes, which put enormous smiles

on all of their faces (coincidentally, their

dinner plates were less than impressive

in size). At General Swim, the raft skits

to come in were themed "What would
a James Bond movie that took place at

Kieve be like?" with many hilarious and
well-choreographed responses.

At dinner, ravioli with marinara sauce

was served, along with Caesar salad and
rolls, which were well received by all.

The dinner announcements marked the

return ofsome cabins, South Cunningham
and North Bunkerhill from their White
Mountains and Bald Rock Mountain
Primer and Trip respectively. The dinner

OD skits brought the conclusion of the

secret-agent saga, with Marston diffusing

the bomb in a hilarious Archer-inspired

skit with Q, and the secret agents "killing"

Meg Shenton while the Beverage and
Arcano the Volcano escaped. Because
they had killed a diplomat, they decided
to run and go into hiding, just as James
Bond appeared with news of his recovery

and a warrant from the UN for the arrest

of Meg Shenton, dead or alive. Together,

Buck and James Bond announced that

the Evening Activity would be Paparazzi

to find the missing agents and bring them
back.

At Flag, Buck spoke about how
everyone should follow their heart to

do what's right, even if it means facing

consequences later on, referencing the

agents getting in trouble for killing

Shenton. He thanked everyone who
helped make the day run as smoothly as it

did, remarking that never in his 10 years
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at Kieve did he imagine it would pan
out this well. After the flag was lowered,

campers went back to their cabins to get

some rest for the next day.

Day 13, July 6th - Claire Mesrobian
Our second Sunday in camp brought

blue skies and lots of sunshine. Alex
McCall and Sander Saridakis from North
Bunkerhill raised the flag as both full

session and JK campers looked on. After

a traditional Sunday pancake breakfast,

four teams of counselors read poems
about the Ritz to determine who had test

duty. With breakfast and duties finished,

the campers headed off to clean their

cabins for inspection.

During Chapel, we sang with our

loudest and sweetest voices and listened

to a few campers speak about their

experiences at Kieve. We were also lucky

enough to hear from counselor Taylor

Strasburger, who talked about how we
can share the Kieve spirit at home.

After inspection, the campers and
counselors alike enjoyed lots of barbeque
chicken and watermelon. We had a great

afternoon of activities like swimming, art,

pet rocks, archery, and riflery, followed

by general swim. The raft skit at G-Swim
asked campers how they would spend 1

million dollars if they won it at a casino,

which hinted at that night's evening

activity.

After dinner, which was cooked by the

counselors, we all put on our best clothes

and costumes for Casino Night! Campers
played blackjack, bet on horses and
sports games, tried to win the costume
contest or a date with a Ritz girl, and
heard their fortunes from our resident

seers, Betsy Sednaoui and Emily Carney.

We announced our winners at flag later

that night. Henry Higgs from JK Kindness
won a date with a Ritz girl while Taylor

Kellett from JK Courage won the costume
contest. Henry and Taylor then lowered
the flag to end another amazing day at

Kieve.

Day 14, July 7th - Brad Geismar
Kieve Goes Greek
The boys awakened today to find

themselves transported to a beautiful,

sunny day in Ancient Greece, 776 EC. As

the cabins gathered around Flag Rock,
they were greeted by Zeus himself and
informed that the day would be a day of

healthy competition. All the cabins had
become allied to either Sparta or Athens
overnight, and throughout the day they

would compete in various games to gain

"eternal" honor and fame for their city-

state.

Once the day had been explained,

Jonathan Elkins and Oscar Woloson of

South Glenayr helped raise the flags

and the boys headed down to breakfast.

After a hearty meal of bagels and eggs,

the boys watched Mimi, Addison, Sam
Donate, Patrick, and Harry play a game
of clothespin ninja to determine who
would have test duty. Ultimately Patrick

and Addison were victorious and the

boys left Pasquaney to do their duties

and prepare a banner for their cabin. The
lads brought their banners up to Indian

Circle, and then went off to participate in

their morning activities.

When morning activities ended, the

campers selected members of their cabin

to participate in a canoe sprint while the

rest of the cabin went to G-swim. After a

refreshing swim and a delicious lunch,

the boys went back to their cabins and
prepared a skit about Mike Orr's time in

ancient Greece during rest period while

they waited for signups. The afternoon

sun was hot, so activities like sailing,

pirates, and water polo filled up very

quickly. Most of the activities filled

to capacity today, but music/swing
dancing, landball, and high ropes were
all in particularly high demand.
At Indian Circle, several cabins had

a chance to perform their skits in front

of the rest of camp. After several skits

had gone, the kids broke off to do their

activities and prepare for afternoon G-

Swim. A few rain drops began to fall

towards the end of G-Swim, and a few

boys seized the opportunity to eat a

mac and cheese dinner in the drizzle.

Luckily the bad weather passed quickly,

and we were able to listen to a musical

performance of "Seven Nation Army"
by Nick Favaloro and the young men
who had gone to his music activity that

afternoon. After the music, the lads

returned to their cabins and prepared
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for an exciting Kieve Olympics EA. The
events ranged from the marathon, to the

stick jump, to archery, to discus, and even

to crabwalk races. Many young men left

their fair share of blood, sweat, and tears

on Harriet House field, and ultimately

the cabins allied to the Spartan city-state

carried the games. Following the end of

the games, the boys made their way up
to Flag. Sam Hall and Quinn Dougherty
lowered the flag, and after a moment of

reflection the boys ended the day with an
enthusiastic rendition of the Kieve song.

Day 15, July 8th - Fred Bower
It was 7:30 and the chimes were ringing.

It was a beautiful day outside and Kieve

was just waking up. Once we had all

circled around the flag, I started the day
with a few thoughts. I wanted everybody
to never grow up. I wanted everybody to

be a kid for the day. Being a kid means
that the world is always new. Whether
it be opportunities for learning or even
just experiencing something for the first

time, being young means the world is at

your fingertips. Being a kid also means
that your goals are much simpler. When
you are young, your only life goal is to

be happy and that is how it should be for

your whole life. So we raised the flag and
broke for breakfast.

At breakfast the energy was slow
at first but it picked up gradually. By
announcements it was rowdy and tables

were being pounded and everyone was
dancing. Activities in the morning
were the old Kieve classics with a few
highlights including the aqua zip and
the HS swing. Everyone enjoyed being

outdoors and in the water. At G-Swim
we had rafts create a music video. The
International Best Friends stole the show,
coming in first of course, and a weak
rendition of Beyonce's Single Ladies

came in last.

Lunch was the popular "Taco Tuesday"
which was loved by all. There were few
announcements and before we knew it

we were already at rest hour for siestas

to break from the heat. The afternoon

activities were almost identical to the

morning with a few exceptions. There
was a pancake cooking activity with the

Ritz and a Hunker Hauser tournament to

name a few. Also, there was an emphasis
on sunscreen for the afternoon proposed
by a bold JKer who led the charge on
loading up on No-Ad to protect oneself

from the powerful sun.

Back at G-Swim we cooled off and did
our best renditions of the World Cup
game that was at the time at the halfway
mark. Germany was leading Brazil 5-0

before the half causing quite a stir. For
dinner we grilled up ham which was
delicious and nearly everyone had begun
to throw Frisbees on the highway just

before announcements.
After the quals were celebrated,

everyone went back to their cabins to get

ready for a giant game of 4 way dodgeball.

In this variation on the classic, there

are four teams that each get a corner of

a square court. When the game begins

it is played just like dodgeball but with
playground balls flying at you from three

different directions. By the end of the

first minute it was insanity. In this game
there is nowhere to hide. The action

never stopped and about an hour later

we were marching up to Flag to close the

day.

At Flag 1read a Calvin andHobbes quote

,

"If everyone sat outside and watched the

stars every night, I bet they'd live a lot

differently." If we all take the time to

reflect every night at Flag, I proposed we
would all live a lot differently and we
would be a better group of Kievers for it.

The flag was lowered and the Kieve song
rang proudly into the evening, closing

yet another summer day at camp.

Day 16, July 9th - Greg Ferland
There was not a cloud in the deep blue

sky as the young men of Camp Kieve
gathered around the flagpole. A thirty-

minute sleep-in ensured that everybody
was well-rested and ready for the day.

Spencer Sapir and Jack Gallagher raised

the Red, White and Blue before we all

filed into Pasquaney for a breakfast of

Kieve's finest waffles. Taylor Swift and
Katy Perry provided the soundtrack for

everyone to sing and dance to during the

morning meal. During announcements,
we bid peace and a bowl to North
Townsend, JKP, and JKL; and South
Glenayr headed out to the beach. Test
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duty was an egg toss, and the team of

Chris Mackey and Addison St. Onge-May
claimed victory. Morning activities flew

by, and as a result of the sleep-in there

was no morning G-Swim.
We regrouped at 12:30 for a lunch of

pulled pork sandwiches, where Trey

made an announcement proclaiming his

love for all things square and denouncing
all things circular. This started one of the

greatest rivalries this fine camp has ever

seen: four square and nine square battled

Frisbee for reign of free time; the circular

Kieve seal was put up against the clean-

cut rectangle that is our American flag.

A well-timed rest period gave time for

things to simmer down, and campers
and counselors alike emerged primed
for an afternoon filled with activities.

Most kids took to the waterfront to enjoy

swimming, sailing, pirates, fishing, and
the rope swing while others battled the

heat in intense games of dodgeball and
world cup soccer. A rare occurrence at

Kieve, the land zip opened up and twenty-
five lucky souls (myself included) got

to take the wild ride through the ropes

course. We saluted General Swim in the

afternoon with a big game of Hunter,

Moose, Warden and Raft Three trumped
all with the elusive "scissors".

Meatloaf and pasta was served for

dinner, and the rivalry continued as

Trey praised the squareness of our swim
rafts and HBC cubes while Lou Cusano
countered with the observation that many
of his favorite body parts were circular

—

it's only natural that circles are superior.

As the battle turned physical on the

Pasquaney stage, it was announced that

this conflict would be settled through a

huge game of Color Wars! Campers from

JK to North Harris took to the Walker
Field at Harriet House to play out the

evening activity. The game was neck-

and-neck, as most color wars are, but
in the end the dark team—representing

squares—proved themselves victorious.

Back at the top of the hill, Finn Johnston
and Henry Kenney brought down the flag

to end yet another glorious day at Camp
Kieve.

Day 17, July 10th - Evan Dyal
On the day of July 10th, the whole

camp woke up to another beautiful

day on Lake Damariscotta. Camp was
relatively big as all of JK was in camp
by dinner and there were only 13 cabins

in camp: South Glenayr, North Glenayr,

South Bunkerhill, South Townsend,
South Cunningham, North Cunningham,
South Harris and North Harris.

Today's theme was Willy Wonka day, I

dressed up as Willy Wonka and gave out

five golden tickets to certain counselors,

so they could tour my chocolate factory

and have a chance to win a lifetime

supply of candy. After Flag we went
down to breakfast, ate a delicious meal
and then there was our first contest.

The five counselors competing were
Trey Zenker as Charlie, Henry Coote as

Mike TV, Katie Moran as Veruca, Claire

Mesrobian as Violet and Sam Paine as

Augustus Gloop. The first contest for test

duty was a game of Chubby Bunny where
you have to fit as many marshmallows
into your mouth without swallowing
them and say how many marshmallows
you have in your mouth. Veruca aka Katie

ended up losing and had test duty. After

she was eliminated, Garrett Phillips,

Tom Ramage, Betsy Sednaoui, Patrick

Jurney dressed as OompaLoompas sang

her a little song. After duties we had
Indian Circle and each cabin went to

their respective activities.

Thenwe had our first G-Swim ofthe day
and each ofthe four remaining counselors

got a raft for the next competition. The
raft skit competition to come in first was
best human machine. Trey Zenker's (aka

Charlie) raft won and Claire (aka Violet)

lost, so she was eliminated. We then
all went up and had lunch, and after

counselor announcements there was the

next competition. Trey, Sam, and Henry
had a Coke drinking competition, and
Henry lost so he was eliminated.

During rest period all the kids went
back to their cabin and I went around
signing kids up for what activities they

wanted to do in the afternoon. It was a

gorgeous day so most activities were
open, so there were lots of options for

the kids to choose from. After afternoon

activities there was second G-Swim,
where there was no competition, just

normal raft skits. The raft skit this time
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was nicest compliments of me. After G-

Swim there was free time where kids

enjoyed the usual four square, basketball,

and Frisbee until it was dinner time.

After announcements there was the last

competition between Trey (Charlie) and
Sam (Augustus), which was a blueberry

eating competition which was won by
Trey (Charlie). After dinner we had our

evening activity, which was a big candy
scavenger hunt. Each cabin travelled

around camp with a counselor going to

thirteen different stops, following a clue

at each stop until they reached their final

stop and there they received a huge bag

of candy. After the evening activity we
went up to Flag with everyone excited

about the candy they were about to eat in

their cabin. It was a very fun day and all

of the kids and counselors really got into

the theme, and I want to thank them all

for their support.

Day 18, July 11th - Trey Zenker
Camp Kieve rose to clear and sunny

skies on July 11th to find me. Trey Zenker
Pasqualio, standing at Flag. Over the

years I had grown tired of the criminal

ways of my illustrious Italian family and
as a result had resolved to go straight

and start a restaurant, combining my
love for food with my love for music. By
8:05 a.m. I had successfully purchased
the vacant Pasquaney Hall from Real

Estate extraordinaire Tom Ramage for an
undisclosed sum of money. As a result,

that morning, for the only time during

the session, we ate breakfast outside.

My family, harshly disapproving of my
move to legitimate business, made an
appearance simply to insult my efforts

and cripple my confidence and the

hardest insults came from my father,

Evan Kantor Pasqualio.

After breakfast, Test Duty was
determined by a nerve-wracking game
of egg Russian roulette, played by my
two North Cunningham JCs Spencer
"Peaches" Ward and Jake Hart. After

an intense few minutes, Jake emerged
victorious and Peaches went to clean

the Test. It is worth noting that while at

Indian Circle, Evan Kantor Pasqualio was
assassinated by a mysterious character.

By lunchtime, Pasqualio 's Hard

Rock Cafe was well under construction

and the camp was abuzz with energy.

The pizza lunch was well received

and announcements were concluded
quickly as the weather was particularly

hot. This was not before my brother,

John Goodman Pasqualio, decided the

restaurant could be a profitable idea after

looking through the financials of the

family. By Indian Circle, my brother John
Goodman Pasqualio and I got shaves and
ultimately came to the conclusion that

the only reason we did not get along was
due to our horrible step mother, Emily
Carney Pasqualio. We resolved to invite

the entire camp to the opening of our

restaurant and decided that if she proved
to be any more trouble that we would
have to rub her out.

By 5:45 p.m. the line for dinner

stretched from the porch of Pasqualio's

Hard Rock Cafe to near the top of the hill.

All of the campers were decked out in

their finest attire and eager for the grand
opening of the restaurant. However, at

5:55 p.m. a very unexpected surprise

was revealed: former counselor. Dexter

Jenks and his band South Street began
to march down the hill from Innisfree,

playing music as they came. The crowd
was ecstatic, warmly welcoming the

band and welcoming back Dexter.

They then led the crowd into the

restaurant which consisted of large

posters of bands such as The Who, The
Rolling Stones, and ACDC. Additionally,

camper decorations could be seen on
every wall from a "Restaurant Design"

activity which had been offered earlier

that afternoon. Gold records from Kieve 's

past and present were on the walls

including such hits as "Macho Man" and
"Vamos A La Playa" and as the campers
feasted, the band played with piano

accompaniment by Nick Favaiaro. At
around 6:30 p.m. I made a toast to my
family, to the restaurant, and to South
Street, presenting the band with four,

certified gold, Kieve Records, South

Street vinyls.

Unfortunately, the night could not be

completely happy and my stepmother

made a very nasty toast, insulting me,

my brothers, and my passion for the

restaurant business. There was only
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one solution: I had to blow her away.

Murder *clap clap,* murder *clap clap.*

The night ended with an EA of hanging

outside and around Pasquaney porch,

listening to music and playing games. It

was a beautiful evening and the entire

camp was grateful to relax together. The
restaurant had been a huge success and 1

knew that I would rest easy that night.

Day 19, July 12th - Max Harmon and
Nolan Doyle

It was a beautiful day for Junior

Kieve's departure and the return of trips

from Katahdin, the East Branch and
the Allagash. Vick Vinegar and Hugh
Honey started the morning off by giving

contrasting messages to the campers: push
your limits, but also stay comfortable

and enjoy the friends you have already

made. As JK parents began to arrive,

many cabins departed to enjoy the clear

skies at the beach or on the Snowgoose.
Counselors competed at unwrapping and
wearing a frozen T-shirt for the morning
clean of the Test.

As activities came to an end, we did

G-Swim in typical Saturday style: lots

of pain dives. Even Dexter and his band
South Street got in on the pain dives and
did Kieve proud. The day concluded
with a massive game of dodgeball. In the

morning only four cabins were in camp,
but by the lowering of the flag, eleven

cabins were back home singing the Kieve
song.

Day 20, July 13th - Emily Carney
Zoolander Day
One of my favorite movies of all

time is Zoolander, and so I decided to

dedicate my OD day to commemorating
its absurd, yet hysterical, storyline. To
begin the day, I asked Thomas Dixon and
Eli Mundy to raise the flag after saying

a few brief words about enjoying our
last Sunday together as a camp. After

Flag, we all headed down to breakfast

and continued our normal routine of

tossing pancakes and cheering on Kieve
Table Boys. However, during counselor
announcements, I had one of my co-

counselors. Garret Jensen (who was
playing Zoolander), interrupt a camper's
Kieve Table Boy award, come up to the

front of Pasquaney, and pretend that he
had heard his name called instead. It was
quite funny to watch all the campers'

confusion as Garret began thanking

everyone for the honor of receiving a

Kieve Table Boy, until I stopped him and
told him he had misheard. In response,

he pretended to cry and ran out of the

building. For test duty, I called up six

counselors to participate in a dizzy bat

relay. There were two teams of three, and
each counselor had to do ten jumping
jacks, sprint to the end of Pasquaney, do
fifteen dizzy bats, and make their way
back to the start as soon as they could.

It was hilarious to watch the counselors

dizzily try to run back and they often

tipped back and forth before finally

righting themselves.

After breakfast, all the cabins went
to clean their cabins for inspection,

and then went to Chapel where we
heard Claire Mesrobian speak about her

experience at Kieve. After chapel and
inspection, all the cabins headed back
up to Pasquaney for food fresh off the

grill and refreshing lemonade. Following
lunch I read off the activities (asking for

a 'Merman!' after each one), and had
counselor announcements.
During announcements we had another

skit that involved a different counselor.

Trey Zenker (playing Hansel) skating

down the hill on a mini scooter and with
a fur coat on. He came onto the stage

and introduced himself as a fellow (and

in his eyes, better) male model. Next,

Garret came rolling down the hill in his

Jeep Convertible with his friends as they

blasted pop music. Once out of the car

his friends came over and said, 'We know
what will make you feel better...Orange
Mocha Frappuccino's!' to which I cued
music and they started a huge water

fight. Like the movie, the scene ended in

an explosion that was pretty funny.

During rest hour, I made my rounds
to all the cabins and signed kids up for

activities. The afternoon proceeded
as usual, however we had an optional

G-Swim because of the weather, and
because most everyone wanted to

watch the end of the World Cup game
in Innisfree. During this time, I started

setting up for my EA.
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At dinner I had my final skit, which
involved a v\^alk off between Hansel and
Zoolander and snide remarks coming
from Henry Coote (who played the villain

Mugatu). This was probably my favorite

skit of the day because both counselors

put their all into it which was great.

To break up the battle I announced my
made-up EA: a Zoolander fashion show
walk off! Each camper was tasked with
dressing one male counselor and their

female counselor in any clothes they

wanted, with as much makeup as they

wanted. Each cabin then had to create a

pose they would present to the panel of

judges at the end of the catwalk, and tell

me the name of their fashion company.
The EA turned out better than I could

have ever hoped. I set up a giant T-shaped
catwalk in the middle of Pasquaney with
Christmas lights all around the edges. We
had a large projector as the backdrop that

played various scenes from the movie.

We arranged the seating to look like a

stadium with the campers on raised

platforms. In front of the catwalk there

was a lit-up and raised table for the panel

of judges (who were Zoolander, Hansel,

and Mugatu). Each counselor that dressed

up looked hilarious and they all strutted

their stuff with confidence. I presented

each counselor with the name of their

brand and their signature move, and then

played the song 'Relax' for each person.

At the end of each walk, the judges

would raise numbers rating what they

thought and then comment (in character,

of course). When the whole show was
done, each contestant came to the front

of the catwalk, and third, second, and
first place were awarded. The winner,

Jack Kenyon, won with his famous look

'Moist Lightening.' All in all, it was
hilarious to watch and proceeded very

smoothly.

After the EA, we all walked up to Flag

where I asked Vitto and Ksavek from Bank
II to lower the flag. I spoke briefly about

how it was important to cherish every

moment at Kieve and how the friendships

we form here are immeasurable compared
to others. Overall, it was a very fun day
for me and I had a great day with all the

campers as well.

Day 21, July 14th - Ted Watson
Camper Olympics Day
Stakes were high as the campers woke

up to Camper Olympics Day! The theme
was introduced as a continuation of

Mark Robinson's speech in Chapel the

day prior. Every camper should take

risks, and should be supported when
they do. The day started out with dice

being rolled to see who would raise the

flag. Andy Mcllvaine and Nick Scully

from South Harrington were picked.

Duncan Morris led all the campers down
to Pasquaney. After breakfast, TEST duty
was chosen by a cornhole competition

between four more rolled campers, the

winner was able to choose any two staff

members. Buck Auchincloss and Garret

Jensen were chosen by Gill Walker.

During Indian Circle, Charlie Hollington

from Gash I threw a Frisbee closest to

a tree from the PQ porch, winning first

place in line, as well as a snack during

morning activity.

The day cleared up and carried on
without G-Swim in the morning and
the next challenge was the Kubb toss-

off. Each of the four rolled campers had
3 sticks to see how many blocks they

could knock over. It came down to a tie,

in which Arthur Courtois from South
Harrington won in a quick round of rock,

paper, scissors. The prize was a free pass

to skip G-Swim, which the guys were
very excited for. The final challenge

for the day was a word search for first

in line for activity sign-ups. Gash 2 was
the quickest to turn theirs in, sealing the

sign-up order for the day.

The EA that night was Ultimate 0TB,
in which each cabin guessed which
select counselors would be winners in

5 different events. The events were the

trailer backup with Zach, Matt, Sam
Kaplan, and Roscoe, 3 holes of Frolf with

Fox, Beveridge, and Jack, a solo canoe

sprint from the soccer field to the leach

field between Max Harmon, Tom Ramage,
Evan Dyal and Henry Coote, and, finally,

a sprint from the bottom of the hill to

Pasquaney between Ed, Pietro, Buck and
Greg. Zach won the trailer backup. Jack

won Frolf, Evan the canoe solo, and Buck
the sprint. The EA was wrapped up with

a full-staff knockout tournament, which
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Ed won. South Harrington predicted the

winners most accurately, and took the EA
win. The flag was taken down by Hamish
Dubitsky and Jack Filmer. Overall, it

was a successful day of risk taking and
supporting those who took risks.

Day 22, July 15th - Greg Ferland
Dice Day
After more than a week of beautiful

sunshine, Kieve awoke to a light rain

tapping on our cabin roofs. After a 30-

minute sleep-in, everyone gathered at

the top of the hill where C.J. Richardson

met us—dice in hand. Within these two
plastic polyhedra was the ultimate power
to make the day's decisions. The first roll

of the day named Evan Dyal the honorary
roller of the dice and the second gave me,
Greg Ferland, the blessed duty of writing

this OD report. Ben Swanson gave the

words ofwisdom for the day and he chose
his campers Nicholas Slimmon and Peter

Knowlton to raise the flag. At breakfast,

the dice chose its hero and villain for the

day: we cheered Sam Donato and booed
Henry Arcano. Any good hero needs a

sidekick, and Ryan Ford was destined for

that role. She also paraded around with
a Nalgene taped to each hand—a feat

known as Edward Nalgene Hands. C.J.

Richardson was promoted to camper and
Evan Dyal was called on again to portage

a canoe for the remainder of the day. In

a non dice-related instance, Jeffers Insley

of LVI led the whole camp in a verse of

Wagon Wheel.
The day continued with a wonderful

morning of activities and more games of

chance at lunch. Erin Luby was chosen
as Trey's caddy for the day and had to

carry around his golf bag. James Reimer
was the lucky man chosen to sign up the

entire camp for activities, and an hour
of rest gave everyone time to get ready
for the afternoon. Late in the day some
rain showers rolled through and forced

the evening activity indoors. The great

game of Deception that followed was the

perfect way to end the first Dice Day of

2014.

Day 23 , July 16th -Addison St. Onge-May
When the men of Camp Kieve awoke

on Wednesday, July 16th, something

at camp was different. There was a

palpable tension as the Officer of the

Day Addison St. Onge-May had Grady
MacKeigan and Wes Dixon raise the flag

and explained that it was rivalry day.

Red Sox vs. Yankees, blonde vs. brunette,

and dozens of other grudges would
no doubt spring up at breakfast. Sure
enough, as soon as the boys had finished

up a classic Kieve meal of waffles, the

feuding announcements began. Evan
"Old Man" Dyal and Mike "You Kids Get
Off My Lawn" Orr started dissing their

younger JC colleagues Patrick Jurney
and Duncan Morris, just as the Ritz was
bitterly torn by hair pigment, the day
pitting blonde against brunette. Even
Nick Favaloro, champion wrestler and
ail-American kid hailing from Boston,

Massachusetts, found himself called out

by USSR welterweight Jamie "Vladimir"

Drayton, sparking a feud that would flare

up throughout the day.

Rather than their usual morning
activities, however, the campers
participated in a series of tournaments
in the spirit of the day's competition.

As Tommy explained at morning Indian

Circle, each cabin was to elect one camper
to compete in different events like 4-

square, dodgeball, spikeball, climbing,

and many others for a full ninety-minute

period. Each event would crown a top

three with corresponding point values -

first place was three points, second place

was two points, and third place was one
point. Despite increasingly severe rain,

the boys toughed it out, with dodgeball

and 9-square staying out even when the

torrential downpour limited visibility

and soaked their competitors to the bone.

With no morning general swim, the

boys reconvened at 12 for lunch and to

hear the results from the morning's events.

Yet again, though, Jamie "Vladimir"

Drayton was thumbing his nose at Nick
Favaloro and America, threatening to

annex whole parts of Kieve's campus
without warning. Other feuds continued

to simmer during announcements, with

sibling rivalries like the Hernandez
brothers and the Mesrobians heating up.

Before sending the cabins back to their

bunks for rest hour, Addison announced
the winners of Kieve 2014 Rivalry Day
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- Bank II for the top of the hill and North

Cunningham for the bottom of the hill.

Because camp was especially full,

there were more activities than ever open
and signing everyone up during rest

hour cook longer than usual. Even with

intense rain, outdoor activities soldiered

on and continued playing out some of

the many rivalries that were dividing

camp. Because it was storming too

intensely for an afternoon general swim,
the camp reconvened for dinner early

and enjoyed some free time before our

6:00 meal. Dinner was yet another Kieve

classic - chicken and corn, most of which
was eaten inside as the rain continued

battering the Pasquaney porch. After

dinner announcements brought even
more intense feuding between USA and
USSR, blonde and brunette, brother and
sister, and the barrel chested men of the

self-titled "Stout Team" and the lanky

members of "Lean Team." Recognizing

the seriousness of the situation, Addison
and Tommy decided that there was only

one evening activity that could settle

all the rivalries once and for all - WWE
Wrestling Night.

While the campers were off grabbing

Crazy Creeks and changing for WWE
night, some of the staffwere busy erecting

a bona fide wrestling ring in Pasquaney
Hall. By 7:15 the house was packed as

camper and counselor alike were craning

their necks to catch a glimpse of the

mayhem. First up was the Ritz, divided

by blonde and brunette. After a minute
of brawling, the blonde team pinned
their brunette counterparts down and
subjected them to a brutal torture - heavy
doses of Sun-In bleach sprayed all over

their hair. After the hair pigment battle,

the Stout and Lean Teams took the mats
to duke it out. With the likes of Chris

Mackey, Nolan Doyle, and Jake Lynch
throwing beefy haymakers, they quickly

dispatched their skinnier counterparts in

a fast match, bringing the house down
with wild applause and raucous laughter.

Next up was Nick Sanchez battling his

old nemesis "the Strainer," so named for

the river impediments that had swamped
his boat on the Penobscot River earlier

that session. Armed with a paddle and
life jacket, Sanchez toppled the leviathan

and finally declared victory over the

river monster.

The final attraction of the night - what
the boys were really waiting for - was
the trans-Atlantic grudge match between
welterweights Jamie "Vladimir" Drayton
and Nick Favaloro. Despite harassing

the refs and fighting dirty, Vladimir

seemed to have the upper hand, even
once biting the dazed Favs in plain view
of the officials. After some early games,

the feuding superpowers were in a dead
heat, locked in an epic struggle for the

very fate of Camp Kieve. Nick must have
known that he would have only one
chance at "Vladimir," and seizing him in

a diabolical submission hold on the mat,

he defeated his foe to rousing applause

and some hearty "U-S-A" chants. We
then followed our hero Nick up to Flag

just as the sun was disappearing below
the trees and the Maine mosquitos were
coming out in full force. Before lowering

the flag, Addison thanked the boys for

an awesome day and reminded everyone
that fair competition and camaraderie

were some of the most important things

taught at Kieve. As we watched the flag

descend from the top of the flagpole, we
felt satisfied with yet another banner day
of laughter, games, and high energy fun.

Day 24, July 17th - Taylor Strasburger

Qual Thursday
We had a beautiful day for Qualification

Thursday after a stint of rain the few
days before. Taylor Strasburger rose

the flag and explained his somber
situation. During the night before, his

Kieve qualifications had been checked
and found out to be fraudulent. In a

last minute effort to keep his job, Taylor

managed to convince Charlie and Henry
to let the campers help out with 5 of their

quals counting towards 1 of Taylor's. It

was a seemingly impossible task: short

875 qualifications, Taylor needed the

campers to get 4,375 quals in one day! At
breakfast the situation got even more dire

when we found out that the endangered
Qual-Bear was on the brink of extinction,

Qualsylvania was in the midst of the

worst qual drought on record, and Dr.

Goodman's career and credibility were
on the line. At the end of breakfast, Ryan
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and Tyranny Ford were not quite fast-

witted enough to out-pace Ben Swanson
and Eli Campbell in a game of props and
landed themselves with Test duty.

After a quick round of duties the

campers gathered at Indian Circle to get

to work. In traditional open-hill style,

the boys had their pick of the climbing

wall, swimming, pottery, riflery, fishing,

tennis, soccer, Frolf, shenanigans,

printing, sailing, spike ball, slack line,

and archery. In addition to the usual

activities, there was a table tennis

tourney held in Innisfree, the Kieve Cup
was played up on the blacktop, and a

there was a fishing competition down on
the lake. The campers worked diligently.

It was a fierce morning of quals. And in

the end many were victorious.

An unprecedented five Kieve

Photographers were crowned by photog
Evan. Down at the climbing wall, Rob
Reilly sent 20 fearless boys off to the

French Legion to be trained and ultimately

inducted into the prestigious Team X-

Treme (not team needlepoint). Up on
the black top, there was a tense matchup
between the hockey players from Long
Voyage and North Cunningham. In the

last 45 seconds, coming from behind.

North Cunningham scored two goals

to take themselves into the finals. In a

less evenly matched game, the Ankle
Breakers took home the cup later that

morning. Down at the waterfront things

were heating up as Bobby Gould won the

fishing competition for both biggest fish,

and most overall.

After a busy morning, the boys came
down for G-Swim and cooled off before

creating a "new qual" as a raft group in

order to come in. At lunch, Dr. Goodman
gave us a rundown of the day's events.

And using his secret formulas, quadratic

and otherwise, surmised that we had
achieved 2,250 quals! A loud roar

erupted from the crowd, but as we saw
qual bear weakly climbing up to the stage

we knew that we would have to carry our

energy through the afternoon.

Rest hour went quickly and soon the

boys were out at activities once more
pillaging and fighting for qualifications.

The afternoon was host to a number of

tournaments in addition to the activities.

The Kubb final, 4-square final, and
Indy 500 inches race were all held
simultaneously in front of Pasquaney
during free time before dinner. Max
Arnold found victory on the 4-square

court, while the Cinderellas defeated

the infamous Purple Condors 2 games
to 1 in Kubb. For the second year in a

row, George Janvier took first place in

the Indy 500 race and completed the

traditional victory milk chug. In a first

for Kieve Frolf, the Masters tournament
ended in a three-way which was decided
at dinner by playing the final 3 holes in

front of the whole camp. Mac Muller

and Chip Holmes put up a strong fight,

but in the end Spencer Sapir took home
the coveted green Kieve Masters jacket.

Amidst all of this excitement, we ate like

kings feasting on delicious Cam Burgers

and Round Top ice cream!

With all of the quals in. Dr. Goodman
handed things off to Professor Walker
Barnes who shook his hair back and
forth out of his face to give the campers
the final count. As he made his final

calculations the camp was deadly quiet,

but the crowd erupted louder than the

flames of Arcana when he announced
the total: a startling 5,217 quals! Taylor

and Dr. Goodman would keep their jobs,

qual bear would live, and the people of

Qualsylvania were safe.

After dinner, full of accomplishments
and delicious food, we traveled back to

our cabins to prepare for cabin campfires

followed by a spectacular firework

display. The women of Wavus came
over from across the lake to join us for

fireworks. And as the ashes faded and
the stars came out, two camps joined

around the flag pole to sing the camp
songs together and celebrate making it to

the end of the session.

J-Tc-'^-t
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Day 25, July 18th

Aqua Attack

The day began with Flag, but something

was slightly off. None of the Head Bunk
Counselors were present, and the ODs,
myselfandMaxHarmon delivered cryptic

speeches about the "dawn of a new day".

After Flag, the boys filed down to

Pasquaney for breakfast and Aqua Attack

theatre, where they found all HBCs tied

to the columns inside, and the dining

hall decorated with pro-Junior Counselor

propaganda. During breakfast, we
watched the Aqua Attack film, directed

by Trey Zenker, John Goodman and Mike
Orr, which told the story ofJC oppression,

and the rebellion against the HBCs,
setting the stage for a daylong rivalry

between the two. After the film, the Mad
Judge Ramage held court and tried four

HBCs for their crimes, giving them the

choice of "death or duty". Following the

trial, the HBCs were freed by counselors

from the future, who warned of a chaotic

Kieve without HBCs.
In the morning, it was "open hill" on

campus, where the boys are allowed to

go to any activity. After open hill was
lunch, where the ultimate scene of the

Aqua Attack story unfolded, culminating

in the announcement of the evening
activity "Aqua Attack" to settle the score.

Between lunch and Aqua Attack, all of

the boys packed up and cleaned their

cabins for final inspection.

Then was Aqua Attack, an epic

evening activity where the boys compete
on designated sides of the ongoing
rivalry, in a camp-wide game of capture

the flag, on land and on the lake. Always
a camp favorite, many campers rushed
to the boats in order to secure canoes
to take them from Kistler to Wescott
points, while others held down the fort

on shore.

After the game, we all walked to

Harriet House field, where the Maine
Trails campers barbequed for the entire

camp. At Harriet House, the boys played

ultimate Frisbee and relaxed on the grass,

and, finally, started a string of chants

prompting the counselors to perform
some entertaining skits, including Cam
Miller's "Haka", a camp favorite.

After the barbeque, we walked silently

down to Kistler Point, where the boys
shared a moment of reflection around the

fire. At the campfire, 22 campers received

their Kieve Paddles, a tradition where
boys who have attended the camp for

five years or more and completed either

Long Voyage or Maine Trails receive

handmade paddles. The boys of Maine
Trails reflected on their Kieve experience

and imparted words of wisdom to

the younger campers. A sentimental

moment, a few counselors who won't be
returning next summer said a few words
as well. We walked, candles in hand, to

lower the flag.

Day 26, July 19th - Charlie Richardson
We were greeted with a beautiful

Maine summer day for the last day of

the first session. The early morning was
spent cleaning up and packing readying

for the arrival of parents. By 10 AM
approximately 1000 people occupied
this beautiful peninsula just in time for

the closing chapel highlighted by LaLa's

piano playing and Dick Kennedy's chapel

talk. After chapel each cabin gathered to

recount their session and get a chance
for the parents to meet each other and
their son's new friends. Lunch followed,

then we opened up the ropes course and
the waterfront activities for a few hours
before the final lowering of the flag and
the singing of the Kieve song. A fabulous

session it was!
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Second Session OD Reports

Day 1, July 22 - Charlie Richardson
Another beautiful Maine summer day

greeted us as we began session #2. The
staff enjoyed another wonderful meal
provided by Lee, Ellen, Ann, Shannon,
Becky, Joanna, and Russ. And when
breakfast was over, literally, our first two
campers arrived. This year's award for

early arrival went to Brock and Keegan
Froschauer. Shortly thereafter camp
began to fill and the energy level increased

such that by lunch we had over 100 boys.

We all spent the afternoon enjoying open
hill activities such as archery, fishing,

sailing, tennis, swimming, and games
around Pasquaney such as four square,

knockout, kuub, and nine-square

Day 2, July 23 - CJ Richardson
This was the first full day of the

second session for the summer of 2014!

This meant that every new camper and
campers that have not yet completed
the island swim would attempt the

660-yard swim. The day started with
the first breakfast of the session with a

lot of music, table banging, and funny
announcements from the counselors.

We then took individual headshots,

cabin pictures, and the entire camp
picture. After picture time, the island

swim began. It was one of the first times

ever that the entire South Glenayr cabin

made it (youngest cabin in camp). After

the island swim, the campers enjoyed
activities. The day finished with a camp
wide game of capture the flag over the

dispute - Chacos or Tevas.

Day 3, July 24 - Cole Phillip

The second full day of second session

2014 at Kieve played host to a Survivor

game for the books. We woke up at 8:30

as we were greeted by rain, but I was
surprisingly greeted by grins at flag.

Harper Moxcey and Henry Stone hoisted

up Old Glory. For Test Duty we had
each of our Survivor teams, the Loose
Cannons and the Tight Ships, on either

side of Pasquaney and had a good old

fashion orange in the neck relay. To the

surprise of no one, the Tight Ships won

and Betsy was voted off. Duties went
smoothly and at Indian Circle we had
another elimination opportunity. Each
team was given a packed up tent and was
asked to erect the tent and then break
it down and pack it back up. The Tight

Ships were the stronger team again and
Chase was voted off.

The rain stopped and morning activities

carried on as usual. The bell rang for

lunch where we had macaroni, corn dogs,

and hot dogs. Because of our sleep-in one
person should have been eliminated at

morning G-Swim so the two counselors

that received the most votes in support
from the cabins were tested on "tripping"

trivia. Max Harmon narrowly escaped
elimination by answering the question

of what is the tallest mountain on Maine
Trails behind Katahdin? The answer.

White Cap. Evan Dyal was eliminated.

The competition at lunch was the water
jug holding where Max Harmon won
immunity and the teams were combined
and the vote resulted in the end of Greg
Ferland's day.

A hectic rest hour for sign ups because
the cabins ranged from South Glena3rr

to Long Voyage but everyone got to do
an activity they wanted. Afternoon G-

Swim was split at North Bunker Hill II

and the raft skit was your best rendition

of a survivor elimination challenge. The
remaining members of Survivor were
instructed to do five push ups and then

swim around raft two and three. Alexa
and Bev were eliminated when they

came in last. The remaining four carried

out three games of Jenga at dinner and
one person was knocked out when
they lost, the only person who did not

knock down the Jenga set was granted

immunity. The crowd was going wild

during announcements as the last nail

biting game came to a close with loud

chants of "JENGA, JENGA, JENGA." Ben
Swanson got immunity and solidified

a spot in the final three while Harmon
and Garrett tied for votes. The call was
decided by a one time rocks, paper,

scissors, shoot game that the entire camp
chanted to decide. Of course, Harmon
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was eliminated when he threw scissors.

Rookie move.
EA was escape to freedom and

ever^'^one got to run around being chased

by counselors. At flag, Swanson was
determined to be the one survivor that

was never found hiding at the Harriet

house swamp bridge so he got to pick

who he wanted to go against in the final

vote from the original ten Survivors.

He picked Ryan Cholnoky and was that

a bad move, he received three votes to

Noki's six and Ryan Cholnoky was the

winner of Survivor of second session

2014. The speech at flag was all about

whatever game you play, play it hard

with no regrets and the honest boy will

always leave the game with more pride

than a boy who cheats. Devan was feeling

better so I called him and Oliver Carneal

to lower the flag and end the second full

day of camp. What a day!

Day 4, July 25 - Evan Dyal
On the morning of Friday of July 25th,

2014, Camp Kieve awoke to an absolute

gorgeous day on Lake Damariscotta.

Today's theme would be medieval
day, with me as king and five knights

competing to be the heir to my throne

and the right to marry my daughter the

princess, Hannah Wiegers. At morning
flag I had my campers Victor Scheibler

and Travis Knof raise the flag, then we all

went down to breakfast. After enjoying

a nice breakfast, I read out the morning
duties and then we had test duty, which
was the first competition for the five

knights. The five knights were Tom
Ramage, Sam Donate, Sam Paine, Pierce

Cote and Henry Arcano. For test duty I

had them each write a love poem for the

princess, Sam Donato ended up getting

eliminated this round for having the

least romantic poem.
Following breakfast the kids went to do

their duties and then came back to Indian

circle where I would tell each cabin the

activities they were doing. After morning
activities we had one general swim, with
the raft skits to come in being best love

songs. We then had a delicious lunch of

mac and cheese, corn dogs and baked
beans.

After lunch I had the knights perform
their second competition, which was
jousting, the counselors would give each

other piggy backs and the jousts were
white tubes with pool noodles on the end
of them. Each knight took turns being the

horse and the jouster in the tournament.

Pierce Cote ended up being eliminated

here.

After lunch I ended up reading off

the activities that were open in the

afternoon, which was a lot since it was a

nice day and camp was large even with

lots of cabins going to the beach. During
rest period I signed up all the campers
for activities, with the most popular

ones being volcanoes with Arcano, SUP,

and pet rock. After rest period we had
Indian Circle and the kids went to their

afternoon activities.

After afternoon activities we had one
general swim, but this swim had a Viking

invasion using the war canoe. My four

Vikings were C.J Richardson, Hayden,
Henry Beveridge, and Nat Shenton. They
stormed the main dock during G Swim to

try to "kill" me and capture the princess,

but luckily my knights came to protect

me, they were able to chase the Vikings

away, but unfortunately Tom Ramage was
lost in the skirmish. After G swim there

was a little free time and then we had a

delicious dinner of meatloaf and mashed
potatoes. After counselor announcements
the knights had their final competition,

which was an epic sword fight, which
Sam Paine ended up winning.

I then announced our evening activity,

which was a medieval tournament
down at Harriet House. The counselors

would sign up the kids in their cabin for

specific events for them to compete in.

The events would be tug of war, archery,

horse race, stone throw, javelin and
riddles. The kids competed in the events

for about 45 minutes and everyone really

seemed to enjoy themselves. After the

evening activity we all headed up to flag,

and I had my campers Teddy Truex and
Grant Carlson lower the flag and then we
all sang the Kieve song and headed to

bed. Overall it was a really fun day and I

and all of camp really had a good time on
medieval day.
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Day 5, July 26 - Ben Colley

The morning began like any typical

day at Kieve with the raising of the flag

at 8 a.m. and a breakfast line backed up
to Innisfree. Breakfast was cinnamon
rolls, which is a camper favorite. After

an exhilarating breakfast, the kids were
informed that it was biker day and over

halfthe camp was headed over to Wavus to

meet a veteran biker gang on their annual
stop on Damariscotta. As the younger
cabins paraded to Wavus, the older half

of camp enjoyed open hill activities with
a small camp, which is rare. The camp
was dressed like bikers and the kids

looked the part for the parade. When
the Men of Kieve reached the Women of

Wavus's peninsula, everyone was well

behaved and respectful to both the bikers

and their hosts. The veteran bikers had
some sweet rigs and proudly displayed

them. We dined outside and said our

goodbyes before heading back across the

lake to Kieve.

The second half of the day was intense,

leaving the counselors to embody a

biker's character and join one of the

three gangs: youth, middle-aged and
the veterans. The youthful gang, led by
Pierce Cote, clashed with the middle-

aged bikers in order to see who would be
the next gang inducted into this unique
veteran gang. The multi-aged rival biker

gangs competed throughout the day
only to find out that the night's evening

activity was Air Guitar and they needed
to prepare their cabins.

The classic Kieve evening activity took

some preparation as full cabins danced
and sang on stage together. That evening,

once the dress rehearsals were over, the

camp gathered at Pasquaney and the event

began. Some skits used headlights to dub
step music, others had a more classical

approach with a compelling Romeo and
Juliet performed by Jack Roberts. During
an intermission we switched venues
and went up to Innisfree to try out the

new speakers. The night ended with the

famous Ritz skit, which involved some
next level dance moves.

After the OD day one theme that

consistently was apparent was: "You
can't really know a man until you walk
a mile in his shoes."

Day 6, July 27 - Betsy Sednaoui
Sunday, July 27th, the first Sunday of

second session, began with sunny skies

and excited eyes. At flag I expressed
my love for Sundays at Kieve, for they
provide a rare time for campers and staff

to slow down, reflect, and enjoy their

time at camp. In their traditional Sunday
attire, Kieve shirts. Jack Roberts and
Xander Martin from South Harrington

helped me raise the flag.

After a delicious and sticky pancake
breakfast, I chose CJ Richardson,

Garret Phillips, Eli Campbell, Mimi
Middlebrooks, and Hanna Wiegers for

Test Duty in a classic game of Chubby
Bunny. After squeezing marshmallow
after marshmallow-sixteen, to be exact-

-into his mouth. Garret prevailed while
Eli dropped out first and thus had Test

Duty. Then we broke for duties.

At 10:15 eager cabins gathered at the

chapel for choir practice with Megan
Shenton and Cole Phillips judging the

loudest and sweetest voices. North
Townsend won sweetest and Bank I won
loudest, each cabin earning a delicious

cake baked and presented by BJ Kennedy.
At chapel we heard a remarkable speech
from James Brown-better known as

Brownie-that implored us all to soak

in the unique and empowering Kieve

atmosphere as well as spread it beyond
Kieve.

After inspection we enjoyed the

delicious lunch of grilled chicken, corn

and watermelon. Afternoon activities

were slightly altered due to a rain storm

creeping towards our area, but the

afternoon went on with fun and flare per

usual. General swim was cancelled due
to the rain, and after free time, dinner,

and announcements, camp embarked on
a rowdy night of indoor sports. There

was twister, Gaga ball, dodgeball, indoor

climbing wall, table tennis, hockey, and
music blaring throughout the evening. To
end the day Joel Hatch and Max Carneal

of South Harrington lowered the flag.

Despite the weather presenting some
challenges to the activities, the day was
as fun as any other due to the unmatched
Kieve spirit.
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Day 7, July 28 - Turney McKee
This morning the sun rose, lighting

up the first Monday of second session,

unbeknownst to most of us, as a thick

blanket of clouds filled the sky. Most
days, this would be unwelcome, but on
this particular Monday, the 28th of July,

it fit perfectly with the theme of the day:

minor inconveniences. Following the

raising of the flag, the campers paraded
down to Pasquaney Hall eagerly awaiting

a delicious breakfast, only to find that

the camp supply of spoons and knives

had mysteriously disappeared, leaving

campers to fork cereal into their mouths.
How inconvenient.

The morning proceeded with relative

ease. Nothing went quite to plan, but

as any true Kiever knows, you learn by
solving problems, not by avoiding them
altogether. General swim was cancelled,

and lunch had to be held inside due
to the inclement weather, but spirits

remained high. Counselors dutifully

filled out their Announcement request

forms before sealing them away and
condemning them to the bureaucracy.

As camp quieted down for rest hour,

the sun began to peek out through the

clouds. By the time afternoon activities

had begun, the dreary clouds had burned
away to reveal the deep blue sky behind
them. Afternoon general swim brought
about some amusing translations of the

Kieve Song in a myriad of languages,

both real and fake, and was followed up
by a lovely dinner. Afterward, the kids

and staff alike prepared for an exciting

session of Kieve Auction House. Cabins
collectively decided on what items to bid

on before using their purchased props in

a skit on a subject of their choice. The
skits brought on many a cheer and laugh

from the exuberant crowd, and spirits

were high as camp proceeded up to the

flag pole.

The day was fraught with many a

planned inconvenience, but not a single

one managed to disrupt the day. Life

is often inconvenient, but at Kieve we
emphasize both preparations in order to

minimize the gravity of an unfortunate

situation in addition to creativity when
it comes to finding a pragmatic solution.

I cannot articulate how proud I am of the

perseverance exhibited b}^ our campers
and staff, and 1 consider myself lucky
to be a part of such a loving and caring

family.

Day 8 July, 29 - John Goodman
The place. Camp Kieve - the year,

2005. There's never been a better time to

invest in real estate, and the Kieve Dollar

rules supreme. Into this hotbed of greed

and excess steps John "Mr. Monopoly"
Goodman, an entrepreneur so good at

selling what he wants to sell that he had
racked up 3.4 million quals by the time

he was in North Glenayr, and owned half

the buildings in camp by South Harris.

Two factors ensured that this day would
be a wild ride for every boy in camp -

first, Mr. Monopoly deciding to liquidate

his assets for unspecified legal reasons,

and second, K12,000 being injected into

the economy by the print shop.

At breakfast each cabin elected a CEO
and an accountant, and each accountant

collected his cabin's Kl,500 in crisp

Kieve Dollar bills hot off the printing

presses where Snax Lasser and Tom
Ramage had been working tirelessly to

ensure a continuous circulating supply.

Then, the buying frenzy began.

Up for sale was every cabin from South
Glenayr to Allagash III, plus the Ritz, the

Man-Ritz, and the four docks (Sail, Swim,
Zip, and Gash Raft). The CEOs perused
the giant-size Monopoly cards hanging
around Pasquaney and consulted their

cabins. Then, they were given a chance
to draw chance cards to find out what
properties they'd land on. Test Duty saw
Ryan Cholnoky and Thomas "Haywood"
Sarkes scramble- for an extra K500 that'd

been planted on the Gash Raft, with

Haywood arriving soaking wet halfway

through announcements. Then it was
time for morning duties and activities.

By G-Swim the cabins had gotten

another chance to draw properties, with

a few landing on each other's spaces and
having to shell out rent. The raft skits

asked how the campers would spend a

million dollars given the chance, and free

time before lunch became a mad rush of

wheeling and dealing as the cabins all

tried to secure monopolies so they could

start building up bunks and cubes.
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We all thoroughly enjoyed the most
awaited lunch of the session - PIZZA!
PIZZA! PIZZA! By the end of counselor

announcements North Bunkerhill 1

controlled the Top of the Hill and began
building bunks, and South Harrington

had locked down Dumpster City. South
Townsend drew a dreaded "go directly

to jail" and was imprisoned as a cabin

for the duration of lunch, but thankfully

they negotiated for a get-out-of-jail-free

card before it was time for rest hour.

After a restful hour the boys ran off

to archery, riflery, sailing, woodshop,
printing, and all the day's other activities

- oddly enough not including board
games, which you'd think would have
been a good one for me to have thought

of, but go figure - and then G-Swim.
Soon it was time for a delicious dinner

of Thanksgiving dinner, and the cabins

who had secured monopolies began
building up on their territory in hopes
that some unlucky other cabin would
hit a wammy and be driven bankrupt by
unreasonable cube rent.

After counselor announcements,
however, a band of SEC agents burst in to

arrest Mr. Monopoly and his cronies for

white-collard shenanigans. The ensuing
brawl resulted in the real estate racketeers

being nearly dragged off into the squad
car, but then - who's that on the roof of

Pasquaney? It's the ghost of Theodore
Roosevelt! "I hate monopolies!" rang

out his booming Henry Arcano-esque
voice. "But, I'm also very rich! Therefore

I decree that the only way to solve this

conflict is with a big game of Extreme
Eminent Domain!"
And so, for EA, President Roosevelt

reclaimed all the purchased territories

and scattered the property cards to the

locations they represented. The cabins

then sprinted around camp completing
nefarious challenges, ranging from
making Max Harmon smile to completing
Peaches Ward's sinister spikeball

challenge to beating the founder of the

Bull Moose Party himself in a game of

checkers, in an attempt to win the cards.

After a tough competition, the results

of EA plus the results of the day-long
Monopoly game were tallied, and South
Harrington emerged the victor.

Zander Gomez and Diego Garza
lowered the flag, and the campers,

financial rivalries behind them, all joined

together to sing the Kieve Song.

Day 9, July 30 - Logan Jackonis

Today was the last day of camp before

Junior Kieve arrives. As such, I found it

appropriate for everyone to honor the

man who makes JK happen: Samuel
Kaplan, otherwise known as Sammy K.

Thus, we shall forever remember today

as Sammy K appreciation day.

We rose at the usual time for 8:00 flag,

where Teddy Truex and Jonah Hirsch

raised the flag. Before we enjoyed a

breakfast of cinnamon twist bagels, I had
everyone tuck in their shirts, a Sammy K
trademark.

Breakfast went by quickly, for there

were only seven cabins in attendance.

Around nine, we quieted down for

counselor announcements, most of

which regarded the departure of some
of the last few cabins in camp for trips.

After that, Evan Kantor, Evan Dyal, Tom
Ramage, Haywood Sarkes, and Warren
von Weise, joined me on stage to recount

their favorite Sammy K stories for test

duty. Evan K won handily, leaving

Warren to clean the Test building!

After duties, we had Indian Circle

where I read off the activities to the

four cabins left in camp. The activities

included shenanigans, the HS Swing,
pottery, kickball, archery, and the Kieve
Gardens. When G-Swim rolled around,

we continued the Sammy K appreciation

day theme with the campers doing their

best impressions of Sam.
Lunch was LUNCH. After lunch, I read

off the sign-up activities, which included
sailing, fishing, table tennis, ropes

course. Magic, mystery bus, and pirates.

After each activity, the camp shouted
"For Sam!" in honor of Sammy K.

Rest hour flew by, getting us ready for

Indian Circle again. While we waited
for the counselors to finish their mini-
Indian Circle, the campers told jokes.

Much fun was had. At that point, it was
off to activities. Pirates was a big favorite,

as was table tennis; both activities were
fully booked that afternoon.

At afternoon G-Swim, the skit was
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about "what happens when Sammy K
im-tucks", a joke playing off of Sam
Kaplan's forever tucked-in shirt.

Dinner was very professional in honor
of Sam; everyone kept their shirts tucked

in and demonstrated kindness and respect

to all. During announcements, however,
much drama fumed over the benefits

and drawbacks of tucking in one's shirt,

ultimately culminating in a giant game
of COLOR WARS! Representing Team
Tucked was (cabins) and Team Un-Tuck
was (cabins).

Brooks Catlin and Thomas Kisilywicz

lowered the flag that evening. My closing

remarks regarded getting prepared for

camp to explode the next day with the

arrival of 66 new campers representing

Junior Kieve. Today was a classically

great day.

Day 10, July 31 - Will Fox
Neon, slicked back hair, and big

sunglasses were seen all around the

morning flag this morning for Kieve
Disco Tec Day. Fox prefaced the day
with a brief speech about how he became
DJ Fox, very similar to the beginning
of the DJ Georgio Moroder's career.

Disco Tec day is all about getting loose,

getting rowdy, and busting out some
new dance moves. Down at breakfast

in Pasquaney, the music was bumping,
the lights were dim, and everyone was
grooving throughout breakfast. Fox was
in his usual spot alongside the auxiliary

cable, with an elevated DJ booth lit up
blasting jams. As the table boys were
clearing the tables, everyone was up on
their feet dancing or hula hooping on one
of the tables. After everyone had worked
up a sweat in Pasquaney Disco from the

morning opening, Nolan, Garret, and
Buck faced off in the Test Duty for the day
which was creating and demonstrating a

new dance move for the disco.

After morning duties, Indian Ccircle,

and morning activities, we arrive at

morning G swim. The sun beaming down
on the four rafts which competed to

create the best commercial for Pasquaney
Disco. At lunch, in the outdoor section

of Pasquaney Disco, the vibes were
tropical, the sun was hot, the pasta salad

was cold, and the lemonade was even

colder. During lunch the HBCs of each
cabin drew out of a hat to determine
which music genre they had to perform
to for the evening activity. Afternoon rest

hour was dedicated to practicing skits

for the night, and activities went on as

usual. At the afternoon G Swim, the rafts

competed to imitate a normal night in

Pasquaney Disco.

At dinnertime, the grill squad set up
shop cranking out BBQ chicken for the

outdoor floor of the Disco. The visiting

record label executives, Henry Clarke,

Garret Jensen, Nolan Doyle, and Ed
Haubenreiser were present at lunch and
they were looking to sign new cabins to

their record labels and to determine which
cabins were signed, they were to compete
in the evening activity: Pasquaney Disco

Dance Off. With the record executives as

the judges for the night, Sam Paine, the

master of ceremonies, opened the evening
with a short description of the event, and
an introduction of all the judges. With
the music bumping from Fox's DJ booth,

the cabins each performed their skits to a

song of their choice. The judges gave their

criticisms on each group's performance,

and gave each a grade out of ten. Once
all the cabins had performed, the disco

exploded with energy, and a dance party

broke out in the middle of Pasquaney,

finishing the day the same way we
started it, letting loose and busting out a

few moves.
The evening flag was surrounded by

pink and blue skies, as everyone kneeled
and reflected on the past days at camp.
We all sang the Kieve song and headed
back to cabins as the sun set over the

west side of the lake.

Day 11, August 1 - Nick Sanchez
The sun was scorching this day as

we all sweat through our shirts just

walking up to flag. August 1st is the most
infamous day of the summer. Back in

the day, about 80 years ago, a massive

heat wave swept through Maine. People

passed out from dehydration in the street

and heat stroke cases were as common
as scraped knees. To remember that day
and to keep the boys of Kieve safe from
the solar extremes, hydration was the

name of the game.
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After retelling this story to the boys

at flag, having Pasha Chirkov and Max
Gomez raise the flag, we rushed down
into the shade of PQ. Pitchers of water

were passed all around the dining hall as

we ate under the protection ofPQ. Feeling

refreshed and cooled down, we braved the

sunshine and went to morning activities.

To ensure that hydration was kept in

check, we sent out Doctor H2No and G-

Swim in the spruce goose to protect and
serve all the kids and counselors at their

respective activities. G Swim was hugely
mandatory to keep fragile skin cool and
sun screen was given to everyone.

Lunch was spent under the shade of

the canvas and it was a thanksgiving

dinner for the afternoon meal. Sam
Paine gave a great example to all of us

of how to stay hydrated by showering
under pitchers of water before all of us.

We all went back to our cabins to rest up
and continue hydrating. We had a very

small camp so everyone could go to their

favorite activities with safety having the

hydration police out and about.

As the afternoon dragged on the clouds

began to roll in, but only a fool believes

they are safe from the sun with nothing

but clouds. The sun still sneaks through
always. After a dinner of spaghetti.

Gal chugged 7 cups of water to show
everyone how it's done. Unfortunately,

we had become oversaturated with so

much water that our bodies were in

danger. So the only safe and healthy way
to expel the water from our bodies was
to sweat it out in a huge game of capture

the flag! From the soccer field to Harriet

House we JK boys and the younger cabins

battled it out until flag. We had a short

speech on enjoying to short time we all

have here and to never be afraid to be
goofy and wild. We all went back to our

cabins tired and well hydrated.

Day 12, August 2 - Anonymous
A day that will be forever left up to the

campers' and counselors' imagination.

What actually did happen this day was
that the OD (who was it?!) did not write

up their report so all we know is there

was a beginning and an end, it was a

Saturday, and I'm sure everyone laughed,

learned, and loved the day!

Day 13, August 3 - Hannah Wiegers
The sun rose over Gamp Kieve on

Sunday, August 3rd just in time for

Kentucky Derby Day. After explaining

that the theme is Derby Day, I urged
everyone to have faith in the ability of

others to surprise them. Just as you never
know what is going to happen in a horse

race, a day at Kieve will most definitely

be filled with unexpected twists and
turns. Because Sundays at camp are filled

with tradition, I wanted to both follow

those strong traditions and challenge

them a little. Kids wore typical Kieve
clothing, but counselors dressed for the

races in their finest seersucker attire and
bowties. After Jack Lonergan and Dean
Maner from North Bunkerhill Two raised

the flag, we descended the hill for a

delectable breakfast of pancakes.

For Test Duty, I chose several male
and female counselors to own "horses",

who were other counselors, for the

day. Warren Von Weise, Max Harmon,
Pierce Gote, Nolan Doyle, Reed Dowdy,
and Will Stevens were my horses. The
challenge for Test Duty was for the

owners to introduce the horses in the

most creative way possible. Gounselors

came up with some very creative names,
a highlight being Georgia Peach. Pierce

Gote unfortunately wasn't introduced

very climactically, so he got Test Duty.

Then we broke for duties.

At 10:15 the choir gathered in the

chapel with Emily Garney and John
Goodman judging which cabins had the

loudest and sweetest voices to win one
of BJ's prized cakes. North Townsend
won sweetest, while South Harris won
loudest. Gole PJiillips gave the chapel

speech. He relayed to the campers a lesson

a teacher taught him about how life is a

fraction. Every day the denominator gets

bigger and bigger, so in the grand scheme
of things it seems like each day is worth
less, but in fact we must value every day
as a chunk of that fraction that helps

make up the whole of our lives.

After a truly marvelous inspection,

according to Tommy and Walter, we
had our typical lunch of BBQ chicken

and watermelon. Lunch was followed

by a race between the horses where
each girl owner piggy-backed the horse
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around a small course. Max Harmon won
carrying Mimi Middlebrooks on his back.

Campers got a chance before rest hour to

see who they should bid on later during

the evening activity.

After rest hour, we had afternoon

activities then general swim. The raft skit

was something a little different where
each raft elected a camper to race around

all four rafts. Pablo Garza from North
Bunkerhill Two killed it and stole the

show. After some free time, dinner, and
announcements, we had Casino Night,

much to the campers delight. There were
horse races (yet again), hat contests,

black jack, a raffle, and fortune telling.

Too much candy was consumed! At 8

p.m., after a long but beautiful day. Max
Bensley and Nick Donaldson lowered
the flag as the crickets began chirping

with a reminder to enjoy each remaining
precious August day.

Day 14, August 4th - Ben Swanson
Camp Kieve awoke to another beautiful

day on Lake Damariscotta. As the campers
surrounded the flag, Swanson offered

words of wisdom, encouraging them to

make the day the best one possible. After

following Garret Jenson to breakfast, the

campers were entertained by a game of

"Face the Cookie" to determine Test Duty.

Contestants had to place an Oreo on their

forehead and move it into their mouths
without using their hands. Beverage
particularly stood out as a champion as

he launched his cookie into the air and
then caught it in his mouth.
The day continued just as any other

with tons of awesome morning and
afternoon activities. Particularly popular
activities were Sand and Sun on the

beach and joining the print shop mafia
by printing Kieve dollars.

After a delicious dinner cooked up
by the talented Pasquaney staff, the

entire camp split into two giant games
of Mexican Tennis. Teams would face

off playing Three Ball Soccer then, at

the blow of a whistle the game would
suddenly switch to handball. When the

whistle would be blown again, the game
would once again revert to soccer. After

great play by all, both games stunningly
ended in Kieve ties.

The camp then once again gathered

around the flag for some final words and
the singing of the Kieve song. All in all, a

day well spent

Day 15, August 5, Pietro Barbieri

Great day to start an amazing Tuesday
in Camp Kieve, the sky was bright and all

the young campers were super excited

and ready to roll for games and great

activities that were waiting for them.

Ethan Carls and Jessie Tuglu from
South Harris raised the flags, all the

campers followed Ryan for breakfast.

Classical music was played in

Pasquaney, and we had an amazing
typical American breakfast with eggs and
sausages and cereal plus milk and OJ.

After enjoying funny and great

counselor announcements and reading

the duties, we had Test duties for

counselors - two teams composed by
the first: Henry Clark, Garret Jensen and
Mimi Middlebrooks and the other team
composed by: Ben Colley, Ryan Cholnoky
and Tierney Ford.

The challenge was to find all the pieces

and fix a water filter pump in two coolers

full of water and ice; the next step of team
was piping water in one water bottle, the

winner was who was the first to complete
all the steps.

The winner of the test was the team
composed by Henry, Garret and Mimi, so

the other team had test duties.

The morning ran easily, after finishing

the respective duties all the cabin had
Indian Circle; 1 told them how and where
to go to their morning activities and
everyone had a great morning Kieve.

Rung the bell at 11:30, we stop the

activities and all the Kieve boys run for

g-swim. The water was awesome plus the

skits to come back were great and made
for passion and funny acts from each of

the campers in each duck-raft. The skits

were a typical Italian day.

Dried and clean we enjoyed another

great meal made with love and passion

from the Kieve kitchen staff. We had rice

with veggies, chicken and a lot of veggies

with salad plus chips and cold cuts.

Announced all the great and amazing
things made from all the campers in the

morning. We enjoyed a little hour of rest
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period only for recharge the batteries and
restart with the classic Kieve life.

All the campers run the entire afternoon

doing amazing activities, playing games
like hummer or pirates, maybe enjoying

the wind and sail in the lake or taking

photos around camp. Is always awesome
seeing young boys trying and enjoying

new things every day and you can feel

and enjoy their happiness.

At 4:45 we had the second g-swim and
the theme for the skits was what Maine
Trails II was doing in their trip at that

moment.
Dinner was great and magic because

this time it was made by counselors. We
had ribs and sausages and I can confirm

that nothing was left behind on the

table.

For the E.A. we had the game of Hide
and Seek. All the campers had to seek

and the counselors had to hide. The game
was very intense and was taken very

seriously for both parts. At the end the

winner was Jake Lynch that discovered

and found more than 15 campers.

We had a great time in camp today and
I would like to thank sincerely all the

campers that make this camp amazing
and full of life and happiness, plus all

the counselors that work so hard every

day to make this happen.

Day 16, August 6 - Jake Lynch
Following a sleep-in everyone

gathered around the flag at 8:30 to begin

the Kieve election day. After everyone
followed Peaches down to breakfast, we
all sat down to enjoy some French toast

sticks. When it came time for test duty,

all three candidates and their running-

mates were revealed. The first party was
the New Kieve led by Jamie Drayton and
Jack Radutsky, the second party was Old
Kieve spearheaded by John Goodman
and Ed Haubenreiser, the third party

was the Alternative Kieve represented

by Peaches and Turney. Each group
prepared and presented speeches about

their party's platform for the test duty,

and the applause-o-meter determined
that Peaches and Turney were off to a

popular start.

After duties were finished, the cabins

went to their assigned activities. Because

of the sleep-in, there was no morning
G-Swim and so the activities ran a little

later than usual. By the time free time
came around, the voting booth was up
and ready to take ballots. Many campers
put in votes for their favorite candidates
before lunch while other campers
enjoyed four-square, nine-square and
Frisbee. The announcements after lunch
revealed new scandals about all of the

candidates which they later argued about
in the debate after announcements.

It was time for rest hour followed by
the afternoon activities at 2:30. Magic,

Mystery Bus, dodge ball and printing

all filled up really fast and luckily the

rain held off so everybody could enjoy

the afternoon. When it came time for

afternoon G-Swim, a light rain began to

fall so everyone gathered in the Buck for

an activity run by Rob Riley. The ballots

were still open before dinner and the votes

were still coming in. At the end of dinner

it was revealed that the New Kieve Party

won; however it was also revealed that

they had rigged the election. As a result

of Jamie's disqualification, the only way
to determine the election was with a big

game of color wars. On the soccer field

were all of the JK cabins, North Glenayr,

and South Glenayr while at the Walker
Field were the rest of the older cabins. It

was finally time for flag and to reflect on
such a fun day.

Day 17, August 7 - Henry Clark
The morning of Thursday the seventh

began at flag with a large cup of milk in

hand. The camp quickly learned that the

day was to be spent appreciating dairy

products for their consistent excellence.

At breakfast the camp ate bagels with
cream cheese and drank a large quantity

of milk. A small OJ uprising led by Pietro

began in the midst of breakfast, but the

dairy lovers stayed strong in numbers.
The milkman, cream man, cheese man,
and butter man got the crowd riled up for

dairy during counselor announcements.
For test duty counselors raced around
Pasquaney with bowls of milk in hand
to see who could make it around the

building four times with the most amount
of milk left in the bowl.

After the cabins did their morning
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duties, they met at Indian Circle to find

out what their morning activities were.

Lunch rolled around and to the campers'

and staffs delight, pizza was on the

menu. Campers devoured our dairy meal
and then listened to the staff announce
the afternoon activities on the agenda.

We went down to rest period and all

passed out, as we were tired from our

dairy-filled stomachs.

The afternoon flew by with beautiful

weather and general swim rolled around.

Raft skits themed on "the ideal dairy

experience" were acted out and judged

to see which raft would come in first. For

dinner we ate chicken and rice and then

ran around the Frisbee highway and four

square area. For the evening activity the

camp played a huge game of gold rush to

find out which cabin could find the most
gold in order to pay for the Round Top
ice cream that was brought to camp. The
game ended in a Kieve tie and everyone

enjoyed the highest form of dairy east of

the Mississippi. The day ended at flag

with some advice and the Kieve song.

Day 18, August 8 - Evan Kantor
Campers arrived at flag to the sight of

Beveridge Kanoli (Henry Beveridge) tied

to the flag pole. He was soon greeted by
Don Pasqualio and my family, who woke
him up with a water bucket and began
interrogating him. We had heard that he
was planning to take back Kieve under
the Kanoli name, and the Pasqualios, the

rightful owners of Kieve, could not let

that happen. After a short interrogation,

Beveridge Kanoli was taken away and
presumably killed for treason, after which
Bower Schmaltz and Colton Maris raised

the flag. For breakfast the boys at omelets

in the usual family style seating.

For test duty the members of the

Pasqualio family introduced themselves.

We hadDon Pasqualio (Evan Kantor) , Miss
Pasqualio (Ryan Ford), Nolan Pasqualio

(Nolan Doyle), Michael Pasqualio (Jack

Radutzky), and Henry Pasquaiol (Henry
Arcano). After our introductions the

Kanoli family stormed in. Don Kanoli
(Ed Haubenreiser) introduced his family.

There were his sons Henry Kanoli
(Henry Clark), Jake Kanoli (Jake Lynch),

and Will Kanoli (Jake Lynch), and his

daughter Stella Kanoli (Celeste Jones).

Ed was angry with Don Pasqualio for

killing his son Beveridge, and declared

war. Will Kanoli, devastated by the loss

of his brother, freaked out and killed

Henry Pasqualio. The Kanoli family then

ran away, leaving the campers to perform
their morning duties.

Morning activities went as they usually

do, but come general swim the Pasqualio

family wanted revenge, and they killed

Will Kanoli on the waterfront. Don
Kanoli and Don Pasqualio had now lost

both their elder sons, so they arranged for

a sit down at lunch time. For lunch we
ate tacos and burritos, and afterwards the

two Dons had their sit downs. We agreed

upon a marriage between the families

to end the feuding. Jack Pasqualio

would marry Stella Kanoli at dinner, at

Pasqualio's Restaurant in Pasquaney.

The afternoon activities continued

after a rest hour, and general swim went
normally. Dinner, however, was quite an
ordeal. Pasquaney was set up in 4 rows
of tables, covered in red table cloths.

The head family table was raised at the

end of the hall for everyone to see. The
marriage went great. Stella walked down
the aisle with her father and vows were
exchanged. We celebrated with a classic

Italian feast: breadsticks, Caesar salad,

lasagna, and cannolis for dessert. After

dessert, furious after giving away half

his land to the Kanolis, Don Pasqualio

arranged for a murder of the entire family,

which hastily went down, with only one
Pasqualio casualty: Miss Pasqualio. The
camp celebrated with a dance party,

followed by open hill. Flag was lowered
by Graham Codd and Hank Robinson
with the message to always have fun

and enjoy each day. It was a wonderful,

bloody, funny day at camp Kieve.

Day 19, August 9 - Ed Haubenreiser
The day of August 9th, 2014 was

dedicated to a classic boyhood summer
film: The Sandlot. With officer of the

day Ed Haubenreiser acting as Hamilton
Porter and being assisted by his

teammates Timmy (Tierney Ford) and
Tommy Timmons (Ryan Ford), "Benny
the Jet" Rodriguez (Ryan Cholnoky), Mike
"Squints" Palladorous (Jack Radutsky),
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Allan "Yeah-Yeah" McClennan (Spencer

Ward) , and Scotty Smalls (CJ Richardson)

,

the day was filled with baseball-themed

fun! It all began with morning flag as the

team walked up to "Green Onions" by
Booker T. and the MGs. After a delicious

waffle breakfast, test duty was decided

by the blowing of the largest bubble using

Big League Chew bubble gum.
Once morning duties, activities, and

general, swim was complete, the boys
gathered back at Pasquaney to enjoy a

well-made lunch of tuna and egg salad

sandwiches, cold-cuts, and pulled pork.

Following the lunchtime announcements
was the confrontation of the Sandlot's

rival team, led by Jake Lynch. It was
quite the scene as the two teams bantered

back and forth until it was settled that a

baseball game would ensue that night to

decide who the better team is.

Camp rested after the scuffle, and once
activities and general swim were over,

everyone raced over to Harriet House and
Walker Field to watch the ball game and
munch on burgers and hot dogs that were
being grilled nearby. Both teams gave

great efforts, and the color commentary
by Trey Zenker and Jake Rockefeller was
nothing short of amusing. Unfortunately

the victor turned out to be the Sandlot's

opposition, but the camp still enjoyed
the day overall and was excited to see

what tomorrow would bring!

Day 20, August 10 - Alexa Marcil
On the last Sunday morning of camp,

August the 10th, the day began with
a bright sunrise ensuring a day of blue
skies. Because it was the last Sunday I

wanted to steer away from all the crazy

themes we'd been having and really

stick to the tradition of wearing Kieve
clothes. At the top of the hill during flag

I reminded everyone to take advantage of

the valuable time they have left at camp
and to really take time today to reflect on
their experience here at Kieve. After those
few words of wisdom 1 asked Andrew
Aarts and Max Gesner to raise the flag

before we headed down to a delicious

pancake breakfast in Pasquaney. Each
cabin quickly chose two table boys and
everyone else followed Logan Jackonis
in a single file line to breakfast. For test

duty I chose several male and female

counselors and then split them into

teams for a relay race. They had to hold
a spoon in their mouth with an egg on it

and run around Pasquaney. Trey Zenker,

Evan Kantor and Celeste Jones cracked

their egg on the second round so they got

test duty. Then we broke for duties.

At 10:15 the choir gathered in the

chapel with Celeste Jones and Trey

Zenker judging which cabins had the

loudest and sweetest voices to win
one of BJ's prized cakes. Allagash II

won the loudest and South Harrington

won sweetest (North Cunningham -

inspection). During chapel after singing

a couple hymns Evan Kantor gave a

speech reflecting on his many years at

Kieve as both a camper and a counselor.

His main piece of advice to everyone was
to not sweat the small stuff and try to

keep the mentality that we have during

camp. After inspection by Tommy and
Walter, we had our typical lunch of BBQ
chicken, watermelon and corn on the

cob. After rest hour, we had afternoon

activities then general swim. The raft skit

was the best counselor impressions. Joe

Richter imitated Walter, even though he
isn't a counselor the impression was too

good not to come in first.

After some free time, dinner and
announcements, we had a great night

of Carnival! The campers had the

opportunity to pie CJ Richardson in the

face with whipped cream, they could try

to hit targets on the trees with Frisbees

or they could attempt to eat donuts tied

on a string in the air as well as many
more activities. The campers had been
waiting for carnival all session so they
were thrilled and they got to eat plenty of

candy! Carnival wound down with a big

game of counselor knockout at the black

top...CJ Richardson ended up winning
the whole thing! At 8 p.m. we headed to

the rock where I thanked everyone who
helped me throughout the day and then
had Zander Martin and JT McCallister

lower the flag and it was off to the cabins

for the night!

Day 21, August 11 - Trey Zenker
Camp Kieve rose to clear skies on

Monday, August 11th to what would
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come to be known as "Laundry Day."

At flag, which was raised by Harry and
Griffin Makovsky, I let the campers and
staff know that today would be a laundry

day and that everyone should bring their

dirty laundry to the top of the hill to be

sent out and cleaned. This mundane
duty evolved into an eccentric theme
that throughout the day would lead to

counselors, most notably Nat Shenton,

to offer advice on how to do laundry
deepening on the situation.

Breakfast sandwiches were served as

"Sweet Talking Woman" by ELO and
"You're So Vain" by Carly Simon were
played over the stereo. For Test Duty,

counselors Kidder Erdman and Max
Pinsky were to play Egg Russian Roulette

against each other, however, as Max was
not around, we happily settled for Alexa
Marcil who ultimately would be covered

with eggs. With four of the younger
cabins going to the beach after breakfast.

Camp Kieve found itself dominated by
older campers for a change.

After a fine and fairly relaxed day at

camp, dinner, consisting of hamburgers,

was served. Throughout announcements
more and more laundry facts were offered

up but a feud began to grow that would
eventually get out of hand and lead to

a good old fashioned stand-off: Team
Dirty Laundry vs. Team Clean Laundry.

Knowing of only one way to settle such
a vicious feud, I decided that camp
should be divided into two teams for

a classic game of capture the flag! This

game was perhaps the most intense game
of capture the flag I have seen in my 12

years with Kieve as dirty laundry and
clean laundry clashed on the battlefields

of Harriet House and the soccer field. At
one point, the entire camp turned against

The Ritz, proceeding to circle around
them while chanting bondelaylay. That
night, Parker Swensrud, a member of my
beloved ALLAGASH lowered the flag as

he unfortunately would depart the next

day. It was nice to enjoy such a simple
day at Kieve and that night all parties

slept well.

Day 22, August 12 - Celeste Jones
Tradition, standing as the solid

foundation of Kieve, keeps theme days

alive, especially days as fun and creative

as Dice day. Dice day, created in the year

2000 has now become one of the theme
days that reoccurs each year, without it

the session would not be complete. The
day is left up to pure chance with each
counselor having the same probability

that their assigned numbers would
appear each time the die was rolled. The
first roll of the day was to determine the

official dice roller of the day. The winner,

Turney McKee, then rolled Evan Dyal to

be OD for breakfast. I was lucky to have
my name rolled to write this OD report.

Breakfast was full of counselor

announcements coming up with creative

dice rolls such as Andrew Vought was
rolled to wear a dress all day and Ryan
Cholnoky and Jake Lynch helped the

kitchen ladies clean up breakfast. Other
die rolls included assigning a camper
again for the day. Nolan Doyle became
the local hero for the day, enthusiastically

applauded each time he said or did

anything. Ryan Cholnoky on the other

hand was booed or faced with a "chillnoke

fades out" chant each time he tried to talk

after being rolled as the villain. For test

duty Ella Richardson, Betsy Sednaoui,

and Petro. Each contestant had to sing a

song of their choice. Petro sang an Italian

song while CJ Richardson translated. No
one saw the Eminem song coming which
CJ deciphered from Pietro's singing, the

crowd went wild and the applause-o-

meter was off the charts. It was the most
hyped breakfast I've seen all summer.
During lunch Tom Ramage was exiled

to the roof of Pasquaney for Indian Circle

and meals. Nolan Doyle was rolled to be

in charge of coming up with an evening

activity. Assigning people to clean the

grills. Peaches, Jack Radutzky, and Evan
Kantor finished this job marvelously.

For the fourth time my name was rolled,

Mimi Middleboooks, Ryan Ford, Sam
Payne and I tackled the job of delivering

the laundry bags to each cabin. The fifth

and final roll ofmy name resulted in a big

slobbery kiss from Walter's dog Dakota.

The evening activity was a series of

competitions between the counselors

where each cabin could vote on who
they thought would win. Some of the

competitions included spike ball, dunk
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contest, canoe portage, and backing up a

van with a trailer attached. Overall the

day was filled with surprises of who
would do what and how.

Day 23, August 13 - Freddy Bower and
Greg Ferland
The day began like any other day at

Kieve, but with a twist: we slept in thirty

minutes. And, of course, today was
Rivalry Day. Stephen Souder and Ascher
Cahn of North Glenayr raised the flag,

then table boys descended on Pasquaney
while everybody else followed Peaches.

At breakfast, counselors bragged that

their cabins were the best in all of camp
and we were introduced to some heated

staff rivalries. The Hardos, Garrett

and Cholnoky, traded words with the

Chillers, Beveridge and Ben Colley. Jamie
Drayton, visiting from Mother Russia,

hatched his socialist plan to redistribute

Kieve 's wealth while the Printfather and
Doctor H2No defended the Kieve Dollar.

Peaches and Hayden went up against

Tom Heffernan, pitting Spikeball against

Magic the Gathering. Finally, the Ritz

was divided as to which activity was
better: mail run or babysitting. For Test

Duty, we brought up the Hardos and the

Chillers for a pushup competition. There
was some foul play involved, but in the

end Kaley was the last woman standing,

while Garrett and Colley had Test Duty.

The Rivalry Day competition got started

early when in place of morning duties,

cabins competed against one another

in the Great Ball Hunt. Each cabin had
to search the entire Kieve campus for

4-square balls, basketballs, Frisbees,

and other sporting equipment, and the

winner would earn the first three points

towards the Rivalry Day title. In a tightly

contested battle,NBH II defeatedNBH I on
a classic rock, paper, scissors tiebreaker.

But this was only the beginning. In place

of regular morning activities assigned

by cabin, each group was charged with
the task of sending a representative to

compete in activities and win points

for the cabin. The game was simple: the

cabin with the most points at the end
of the morning won the right to sign up
first for afternoon activities. All morning,
Kieve was bustling with competition in

Table Tennis, Chess, Climbing, Spikeball,

Riflery, 4-Square, Archery, Magic, Gaga,
9-Square, and Dodgeball. When the bell

sounded for lunch, NBH I was victorious

in the cabin row division and AUagash I

claimed the title for the upper cabins.

At lunch, the existing staff rivalries got

stirred up a bit as Pietro joined Jamie as

foreigners with socialist plans to end the

Print Shop's monopoly over the Kieve
Dollar. Roscoe then gave a wizard rant

that ended with his support of Magic the

Gathering. Finally, Betsy gave a lengthy

defense ofwhy mail run is a much harder
job than babysitting.

As it threatened to rain all afternoon,

most activities were indoors and
Shenanigans with Orr and Shenton was
the most popular. At dinner, Pietro and
Jamie urged the campers to unionize, but
they were answered with impassioned
boos and jeers from the crowd. Today's

rivalries had reached their climax, and
the only logical way to settle them was
with an evening activity of WWE Night!

Pasquaney had been transformed into

a wrestling arena during dinner, and
while the wind began to blow outside,

the crowd was roaring inside. Roving
reporter John Goodman was backstage

interviewing the wrestlers before they

climbed in the ring, with the interviews

projected on the Pasquaney jumbotron.

First on the stage was the Hardos vs.

the Chillers and it wasn't long before

Cholnoky pinned both Beveridge and
Colley. But in a sudden twist of fate,

slam dunk champion Henry Arcano
jumped in the ring and showed why
the Bailers belong on top. Next up was
the battle for the Ritz: team Mail Run
vs. team Babysitting. Hannah ended up
fighting the rest of the Ritz by herself,

but she singlehandedly outlasted

them all and claimed victory for the

Babysitters. Upset with the violent tone

of the night, Cole Phillips jumped in the

ring and proposed a peaceful solution

to everyone's problems. Garrett Phillips

defended the integrity of WWE Night

with a well-delivered body slam to his

older brother. Then, the crowd began
chanting, "Shenton fight!" and the battle

of the siblings was on. After a while,

though, Nat and Meg decided to settle
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their differences and make up; Cole and
Garrett followed suit.

Next, Pietro and Jamie climbed on the

mats to take on Logan, Ramage, Snax, and
Dickie Hollington in the Foreigners vs.

Print Shop fight. Thankfully, the Printers

successfully defended Kieve against the

Foreigners. Finally, the marquee event

had arrived as Peaches and Hayden,
representing Team Spikeball, fought Tom
and Roscoe, representing Team Magic.

Just as all seemed lost for Spikeball,

Tom Hartenstein joined in the action

and brought his team back to life. But

just as Spikeball was gaining the upper
hand, Team Magic brought in their secret

weapon: The One. All it took was one
Black Lotus for Magic to wipe the floor

with Spikeball.

After the night's EA had come to a

close, we gathered back up at the rock

where Ryan Cull and Hayden Hunt
of NBH I lowered the flag and brought
Rivalry Day to a close. As today featured

many competitions, both real and fake,

I hope the young men of Camp Kieve
learned not only how to fight with grit

and strength but also to appreciate those

friends, teammates, and brothers who
support them. After all, Loyalty is the

most important of Kieve 's three virtues.

Day 24, August 14 - Nat Shenton
The last Thursday of second session

will forever be the best Thursday. After

the boys slept in until flag and the boys
followed Megan Shenton to breakfast, we
enjoyed a meal of French toast sticks. At
announcements, the various tournaments
were announced, such as the Masters and
the Golden Nut. The qual moose was also

introduced as well. Test duty included
Mike Orr, Pietro, Evan Kantor, and Ben
Swanson, they all wrote a poem about
quals. After duties, the boys competed
for the various tournaments and earned
many quals.

We had chicken patties for lunch.

Announcements included a 15-minute
long print shop announcement. This was
more a play than a camp announcement.
The tournaments included the Magic
tournament, won by Buddy Burrows.
The victors of various tournaments were
announced as well.

The afternoon was very similar with
more and more tournaments going on
including the canoe sprint, the Kuub, the

Hammers, Tennis, Dodgeball, Indy 500
inches, and the Masters all taking place,

along with the many activities open.

The camp enjoyed the return of Maine
Trails and delicious Cam Burgers at

dinner. After brief announcements, the

camp split up into three separate camp
fires with the youngest cabins going to

Kistler, the middle going to Westcott,

and the oldest going to Harriet House.
The boys shared their favorite moment
of the trip, and reflected on an awesome
session. After the fires, everyone migrated
to the waterfront where we watched
some amazing fireworks. Wavus even
came. We then went to the top of the hill

and enjoyed our second to last flag with
Wavus before going back to our cabin.

Day 25, August 15 - Greg Ferland and
Jake Lynch
The morning began with Jake Lynch

dressed as the Fire Lord at flag where he
explained how the fire nation had taken

control ofPasquaney. After raising the flag

the kids made their way to Pasquaney for

breakfast. The inside of Pasquaney was
draped in red banners decorated with the

emblem of the fire nation and the boys
were served on red plates.

After everyone was done with
breakfast, the Aqua Attack video was
shown on a projector in Pasquaney, the

video explained the theme which was
Avatar: The Last Airbender. At the end of

the video Jake called for announcements
and a group of counselors who were
on team Avatar ran into Pasquaney and
started an energy battle on the tables

while they freed the counselors being

held captive during breakfast. After that

it was time for Test Duty which was an
energy battle between 4 counselors and it

was decided by the applause-o-meter.

After breakfast and duties there was
open hill for the morning as the kids went
to their final activities of the summer
and finished up all of the projects that

they had been working on during the

session. After activities we had G-swim;
during G-Swim there was another skit

where the members of the water tribe
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(The Ritz) killed the Fire Lord's son in a

giant battle scene and took over G-Swim
halfway through it. After G-Swim we
had lunch where the final Aqua Attack

skit took place. The scene played out

with the Avatar riding down the hill in

the back of a pickup truck that had the

arrow symbol of the Avatar going down
the windshield and hood. Upon arriving

at the bottom, the Avatar was joined by
half of the staff who were on the Water
Team and they faced off against the other

half of the staff in a giant energy battle.

The battle culminated in a one-on-one

battle between the Fire Lord and the

Avatar. The two opponents were evenly

matched therefore it was impossible for

one to win so the only way to settle it

would be a giant game of Aqua Attack.

After lunch everyone went back to their

cabins and began the melancholy task of

packing their bags for their departure the

next day. After bags were packed and the

cabins were clean, everyone headed up to

Indian Circle to learn how to play Aqua
Attack. As soon as Indian Circle ended,

everyone split into their teams and
headed down to the two points to play.

After two hours of fun the bell rang and
the campers went back to their cabins to

change and prepare for the barbeque.

While the younger cabins were
participating in Aqua Attack, the boys of

Maine Trails were preparing a cookout

for everyone down at Harriet House
field. As the campers trickled down, they
slowly got their food and began to relax

on the sloping lawn. Slowly as campers
and counselors alike began to fill up on
burgers and hot dogs, they began to play

Frisbee and spikeball. As the fun began
to wind down, everyone gathered at the

edge of the hill and the campers took
the opportunity to begin their favorite

chants from the session. Finally the

camp moved up to the flag where cabin

by cabin we walked in silence down to

the final campfire where we listened

to wise words from Maine Trails and
witnessed the presentation of paddles.

After the ceremony the camp slowly

filed out of Kistler back to the flagpole in

a candlelight procession.

Day 26, August 16 - Charlie Richardson
Campers awoke on the final day with

mixed emotions: excited to see their

parents but sad to say goodbye to all

their friends. It was a day filled with
many hugs and a few tears as boys said

goodbye until next summer. The day
was highlighted by a number of heartfelt

chapel talks and numerous squeals of joy

from parents partaking in our adventure

course activities. Thanks for another

great summer and hope to see you all in

2015!
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First Session Trip Reports

Junior Kieve Courage -

Bremen & Hog Island

July 8th

The boys of Junior Kieve Courage
departed from camp on a warm and
promising morning for what would be
for many of them their first camping
experience. On the way to Hog Island,

our final destination, we stopped at

Pemaquid Point to enjoy the sun, and
views that included the Pemaquid
Lighthouse and some amazing rock

outcroppings. After a short drive, we
arrived at Bremen Landing where Kieve

docks its much-loved lobster boat, the

Snowgoose. The boys of Courage ate a

needed lunch of sandwiches and fruit

after the busy morning of packing for

the trip and traveling, and then departed

on the Snowgoose for an afternoon of

swimming and fun.

While on the Snowgoose, the boys got

a glimpse of what the Maine coastline

has to offer. They used binoculars to

watch seals warm themselves in the sun
on a nearby island, and helped pull up
a few of the Snowgoose's lobster traps,

which Christian and Hayden stepped up
to lead, and all of the boys got to check
out the lobsters we pulled up while the

ship's crew talked about them. We then

went on to a clear swimming spot, and
the boys got the opportunity to enjoy the

sun and jump off the top of the boat. A
few jumped off time and time again, such
as Randall, and Max's and Harry's jumps
were accompanied by the cheering of

their cabinmates. Although we could
have stayed and played in the sun all day,

we finally returned to Bremen in time

to begin the voyage by kayak across the

bay to Hog Island. The boys were thrust

into this new challenge and met it with
gusto. Connor led the way by example,
making his way quickly while others

had to persevere their way through,

such as Luke M. and Coby, who showed
impressive resolve even though they had
their own challenges.

Once at Hog Island, we set up our tents

and group gear, which Coalter was a huge
help with. We then had some free time
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to play football and Frisbee before our

dinner of bacon cheeseburgers, which
Luke C. helped with a few times when
the cooks needed it. After dinner, we
set up a roaring fire and made S 'mores,

where Paul and Sacha showed the group
how to do it best, and Taylor entertained

us with the terrifying adventures of "Beef

Jerky." We then listened to some great

music by a few counselors, and retreated

to our tents for some shut-eye.

July 9th

In the morning, we started the day with

delicious breakfast sandwiches, and then

left on a nature-hike across the island

with our guide, 'Muscongus' Matt. As
we hiked, the boys learned about native

plants and flowers, got to eat a few tasty

specimens, along with some tiny jumping
shrimp, dubbed 'Pop-Rocks.' We finished

by playing in the tide pools on the beach
and observing the only carnivorous

plants in New England. We then kayaked
back to Bremen Landing, which the boys
did amazingly well despite a powerful

crosswind blowing them off course. All

in all, the trip ended with many a smile,

which only amplified when we stopped
at the local jumping bridge and ice cream
shop. Round Top, before returning to

Camp Kieve. Harry Hill, HBC

Junior Kieve Kindness -

Bremen & Hog Island

July 8th

On the Tuesday of July 8th, 2014, the

men of Junior Kieve Kindness set off for

their overnight adventure to Bremen and

Hog Island! The trip began with a relaxing

ride on the Snowgoose, where the boys
were able to swim in the ice cold waters

of the Atlantic and learn all about the ins

and outs of catching lobster. Despite the

abundance of jellyfish around the boat,

carefully pointed out by the keen eye

of Cal Punderson, and the near freezing

temperatures of the ocean, the boys were
not at all afraid to hurl themselves from
the boat and into the abyss. Leading the
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charge of fearless dives was Jett Kremer,

who thoroughly enjoyed the activity and
eagerly desired for more after it was time

to head in.

After heading back to Bremen and
eating a quick lunch, the boys suited up
for their kayaking journey to Hog Island.

With brothers Bryce and Carter Johnson
leading the way, the boys soon arrived on
the island in no time! Once on the island,

the cabin immediately began to set up
camp in order to spend the most possible

time on playing and participating in

various activities. Austin Durkin and
Teddy Price inspected the surrounding
waters for more jellyfish while Jerome
Roscoe and others threw around the

Frisbee.

Soon enough the boys' hunger set in and
the desire for dinner grew exponentially.

On the menu for the night was a campout
classic: bacon cheeseburgers. With the

help from camper sous chef Hallsey

Souder, bellies of campers speedily

filled up, the most notable being Joe

Maxwell who was able to consume three

of them. A fire was assembled shortly

afterward and was, of course, joined by
the presence of S'mores. Everyone was
sent off to their tents once dessert was
finished and in bed in preparation for the

next fun-filled day.

July 9th

The boys awoke to the smell of more
bacon the next morning, this time with
eggs, sausage, and cheese to accompany
it. Once it was all consumed and the

packing was finished, the team went on
a great hike around the island and ate

some edible plants along the way, which
Reese Bommer seemed to enjoy the most.

In addition we also examined wildlife

around the region; Luke Litowitz found
a variety of crabs and Tucker Williams
found a large amount of snails and
skipping stones. We left on the kayaks
after the hike and arrived back at Bremen
in no time. Thanks to the help of Henry
Higgs, the kayaks were put away quickly

and smoothly and lunch was enjoyed just

before leaving for Round Top for dessert.

The cabin arrived back at camp after

playing at Damariscotta Mills, capping
off a great trip for the men of Junior Kieve
Kindness. Ed Haubenreiser, HBC

Junior Kieve Loyalty -

Bremen & Hog Island

July 9th

The boys of JK Loyalty woke up for

a normal breakfast in Pasquaney on the

morning of July 9th. Knowing full well

that our morning duty would be to pack
and go to Hog Island, we filled ourselves

up and returned to the cabin to finish

preparing for our trip. With bags packed
with clothes, swimsuits, towels, water
bottles, and lots and lots of sunblock, we
headed out in Kieve's trademark white
fifteen passenger vans around 10:00.

Our fellow JK cabin Perseverance, led by
HBC Chris Mackey, left at the same time

and would accompany us to Hog Island

that afternoon.

Before making it to Bremen, where we
would kayak across a channel to Hog
Island, both cabins stopped at Pemaquid
Lighthouse. You might recognize the

scenic location as that which is featured

on the tail side of the Maine state quarter.

Hopping out of the vans to stretch our

legs, we explored the ocean side park

and played around on the rocks jutting

out from the mainland into Muscongus
Bay. Anthony, Luke, Kerem, and Derek
were particularly active, attempting to

bust out some "parkour" moves on the

rocks. After snapping some beautiful

pictures, we got back in our vans bound
for Bremen. In the van we played some of

the cabins favorite tunes, including the

Lion King's "Circle of Life" and Vampire
Weekend's "Horchata."

When we arrived at Bremen, we
encountered two other JK cabins,

Courage and Kindness, who were
just returning from their trip. Before

getting in the boats, we made a quick

lunch of animal crackers and cold cut

sandwiches, the boys wolfing them
down quickly in preparation for the

paddle. Giving our gear to "Muscongus
Matt," Kieve's environmental educator

who lives on Hog Island, we loaded the

same kayaks that Courage and Kindness

had used and pushed out into the Bay.

I admit I was nervous about leading an

inexperienced group of kayakers across

a somewhat busy channel, but the boys

of Perseverance and Loyalty performed

admirably, getting the hang of things
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quickly. Charlie, Anthony, Robbie, and
Gordon were especially swift in the

boats, leading us on with some of the

Perseverance counselors at the front of

the pack. In about 40 minutes we arrived

at Hog Island as a cabin, with only one
kayak flip - our junior counselor Cam
Holt who misjudged his balance and fell

in, much to everyone's amusement.
On Hog Island we unpacked and

made camp in several tents that had
already been set up for us. While JK
Perseverance was being led on a nature

hike by "Muscongus Matt," Addison,

Jamie, Cam, and Tierney led the group
in some of Kieve's most popular team
games including "Sniper," "Ninja," and
"Wink Monster." Though Jamie and
Addison spent much of "Sniper" as the

"it" person, Evan, Daniel, and Henry
were especially adept at camouflaging

themselves around the island, leading

Addison to shout exasperatedly "You
guys are too good at this game!" before

switching to another game.
When Perseverance returned from the

hike, we began cooking dinner — delicious

bacon cheeseburgers on Matt's outdoor

grill. In order to determine who got to

eat first, both cabins created short skits

to compete for first. The prompt of the

skit was "best counselor impersonation,"

and every single Loyalty group decided
to impersonate Cam. James, Jamie, Luke,

and Anthony's group came out on top,

earning them the #1 eating spot. After

dinner the boys were exhausted and
went to bed around 9:00, excited for the

coming day.

July 10th

On the morning of the 10th, we woke
up and immediately started cooking our
breakfast of sausage, egg, and cheese

sandwiches on English muffins. Though
they took longer than we expected, they

came out just as well as we hoped and we
began our day at 10:00 with a nature hike

with Matt. Leading us through the dense
forests and intertidal zones, he taught the

boys about the different kinds of trees

and animals that inhabit the woods and
muddy beaches of the island. After about
an hour we paused at one of the beaches
to skip rocks and take pictures - Robbie
and Daniel were especially good with the



stone skipping, enough so to put even
your humble HBC Addison to shame.
When we got back to our camp we

repacked our gear, donned swimsuits and
grabbed towels for our ride on Kieve's

"Snowgoose" - a lobster boat on which
we rode around the island and used to

pull up lobster traps from the bay. With
the combined muscle of the whole cabin,

we were able to pull up three traps from
the ocean floor and look at four or five

lobsters up close. After about half an
hour we stopped and anchored so we
could swim and jump off of the roof of

the boat into the Ocean. Anthony was
particularly ambitious with this, jumping
off an unprecedented twenty-six times,

again outshining Addison who claimed
he had only jumped twenty-five times as

a camper. On the boat we ate our final

lunch - sunbutter and jelly sandwiches
and cookies that Jamie's parents had sent.

Thoroughly worn out now, the captains

of the "Snowgoose" brought us back to

Hog Island where we finished packing
and reloaded the kayaks to paddle back
to Bremen. With the current at our backs

now, we made incredible time and
crossed the channel in only about twenty
minutes.

When we arrived back at Bremen, we
repacked the vans and stopped for a

snack of Oreos before setting our sights at

one of Kieve's favorite off-campus spots
- Round Top Ice Cream. Each ordering

our favorite flavors (Eagle Tracks, Black

Raspberry, Grasshopper, and more), we
finished our frozen treats and headed
back to camp, tired but happy that

we were able to complete our ocean
overnight with beautiful weather and in

high spirits.

Addison St. Onge-May, HBC

Junior Kieve Perseverance -

Bremen & Hog Island

July 9th

We left Kieve at about 10:30 a.m. on a

hot, cloudless Maine day. We drove 30
minutes to the famous Pemaquid Point

Lighthouse, where the boys enjoyed
exploring the rocky coast and watching
the big waves break. Despite Flynn's

many requests, swimming was not in

the cards, as the surf was high and the

currents strong. After taking in the sights

of coastal Maine, we loaded back up into

the van and headed to Bremen.
Once we arrived at Bremen, we ran

into JK Kindness returning from their

overnight. After getting some Intel from
the returning cabin, we moved all of our
gear to the dock for "Muscongus Matt" to

ferry across in the Boston Whaler. Davis,

Brendan and Connor were absolute

pack-horses, making several trips back
and forth, which really helped us get

on the water faster. We got our boys
into Funyaks, and took our sweet time

paddling the 500 yards to Hog Island, an
Audubon Society Island camp that Kieve
gets to use in the summer, soaking up the

Maine sun on our way.

Once we arrived, we set up the

cooking area, took a quick swim, and
found "Muscongus Matt" (the Audubon
Society-Kieve liaison), who took us on a

great nature walk throughout the island.

He showed the boys the intertidal zone,

and found us a whole bunch of wild
edibles to snack on, ranging from wild
peas, to sea blight (a salty spinach-like

green), to "sand fleas" (a cousin of the

shrimp). We saw a blue heron hunting

in an inlet on our way back to camp. Ian

and Reid seemed to particularly enjoy

themselves.

Although the wild edibles were
delicious, they did not quite fill the

boys up. Luckily for everyone, I planned
on this, so we started to prepare our

feast of double bacon cheeseburgers.

To determine the eating order, we had
the boys perform their best counselor

impressions by cabin groups. Although
some of the impressions were pretty

merciless, my co-counselors and I were
thoroughly entertained. All of the boys

finished their bacon cheeseburgers, no
small feat for 10 year-olds.

Despite their full bellies, the boys still

wanted more food, so we made S'mores.

After the S'mores were finished, the boys

headed off to bed, finally sated. I think

that this meal was a highlight of the

entire session for Ben and Henry D.

July 10th

The next morning, the boys woke
up at the ungodly hour of 5:45. After a

few reminders to stay quiet, the boys
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entertained themselves with eleven

games of Uno (spearheaded by Calum)
and some reading, with Quinn getting

close to finishing the final Harry Potter

book.

At 8 we started to prepare a feast

breakfast of sausage, egg and cheese
sandwiches. The boys began to

breakdown camp afterwards, and at

10:30 we boarded the Snowgoose III,

Kieve's lobster boat. Captain Bill had us
pull up some of Kieve's lobster traps, and
explained some of the rules of lobstering,

and the importance of the industry and
the fisheries to coastal Maine. After

we finished our foray into lobstering,

Captain Bill took us to a secluded cove
to do some swimming. Most of the boys
thoroughly enjoyed jumping off of the

roof into the water, although most did

not expect the water to be so cold. Jack

and Henry Salyer particularly enjoyed
the swimming. After the boys finished

swimming, Captain Bill dropped us back
off at Hog Island, where the boys got

back into their Funyaks and headed back
to Kieve Landing at Bremen, led by Tae.

Arriving at Bremen marked the end of

a successful and fun-filled overnight at

Hog. We made a quick pit-stop at Round
Top on the way back, and had the boys
back to Kieve in time for a quick rest

period before dinner.

Chris Mackey, HBC

Junior Kieve Respect -

Bremen & Hog Island

July 7th

JK Respect had an awesome excursion

to Hog Island. After piling into the van,

13 fierce young men and four counselors

made their way to Pemaquid Point to

explore Fort William Henry. We took
in the view from the top of the castle

and then found our way down to the

museum where we learned about how
the settlers originally used the location,

and, most notably, how to gut and scale

a fish! After a quick snack, we returned

to the van and drove to Bremen to meet
the Snowgoose. During the ride we all

sang along to tunes from the radio while
Charlie, Theo, and Jack kept time by fist

pumping the ceiling.

We made it to Bremen in no time
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and enjoyed some delicious cold-cut

sandwiches made by Emily. During
lunch the famous Muscongus Matt met
up with us and gathered our gear to ferry

it across. With full stomachs and excited

spirits, we boarded the Snowgoose and
met Captain Bill, First Mate Meghan,
and, of course. Bill's dog Blizzard. We
said farewell to the shoreline and headed
out to sea.

It wasn't long before Grant caught

sight of some baby seal lion pups with
the binoculars and alerted the crew.

After enjoying the sea lions and birds,

we kept cruising to find some lobsters.

Like old pros, the boys helped Meghan
haul in 3 traps for a total of 5 lobsters.

The boys all got a chance to hold them
and Connor may have even kissed one.

After lobstering, the boys needed to

cool off so Bill took us to a cove where
we could jump off the top of the boat.

Luke and Michael quickly took it upon
themselves to break the summer record

for jumps and jumped 35 times each, but

the absolute highlight was watching the

entire cabin cheer for Lucas and Jackson

as they jumped off.

After a nice cruise we made our way
back to shore and kayaked across the bay
to Hog Island. The seas were rough and
the tide was coming in but the brave boys

made it across. After pulling up the boats

we set up tents and played a fun game
with Emily. For dinner, Taylor made
chicken patty sandwiches with cheese

and bacon. While Taylor was working on
dinner, Tom got a game of Mafia going

which soon became a cabin favorite.

When it got dark, the cabin worked
together to gather wood and make a one
match fire down by the beach. As the

tide drifted out and the stars came into

sight, we sat by a crackling fire enjoying

S'mores and sour patch kids. After a

successful day, we returned to our tents

and drifted off to sleep.

July 8th

The next morning Taylor led another

round of Mafia while Garrett made his

famous pancakes for the crew. Douglas
and Rory put up a good show as Mafia
members, but J.B. and Grant were too

clever and found a way to convince
the townspeople to vote them off. After

118



breakfast, we packed up our things and
met with Matt who took us all around

the island. We found lots of fun creatures

in the inter-tidal zone including several

edible bugs and plants! After our

adventures with Matt, we made our way
back to the campsite and said our final

goodbyes to Hog Island during a lunch

of cold-cuts, sun butter, and jelly. After

kayaking back across the channel, we
drove to the Mills and jumped into the

Damariscotta Lake to cool off. Although
we probably could have spent the rest

of the afternoon there, we begrudgingly

returned to the van and returned to

camp. A quick pit stop at Round Top put

the icing, well ice cream, on the cake for

an absolutely fantastic adventure with

the fearless young men of JK Respect.

Taylor Strasburger, HBC

South Glenayr - Damariscotta Lake
July 1st

Following a delicious waffle breakfast

in Pasquaney, the young men of South
Glenayr made their way down to the

waterfront and prepared to depart on their

journey to Cool Island. The boys loaded

their boats with boundary bags and gear,

armed themselves with paddles and
life jackets, shoved off from shore, and
slowly floated out from the safe confines

of camp into the unclaimed wilderness

of Lake Damariscotta. After reviewing a

few basic paddling techniques, the lads

quickly left camp behind and began
homing in on their destination, Cool
Island.

Once they landed, the boys unloaded
their cargo, beached their vessels,

separated gear into piles, and scarfed

down a meal of peanut butter and jelly,

honey, and trail-mix. With their appetites

temporarily sated, the gents grabbed their

tent bags and personal gear, and moved
on in search of a suitable patch of ground
to spend the night upon. They chose a

spot with an excellent view of the lake

and the lily pads, pitched their tents, and
darted off into the wilderness to play a

few games of sniper. Thomas Koester,

James Glomb, Cooper Greene, and Colin
Harkins all proved especially adept at

using the trees and rocks surrounding tent

city to sneak up on the sniper, however

as the game went on, both snipers and
sneaks grew increasingly skillful.

As the afternoon sun grew hotter

overhead the boys threw on bathing

suits, grabbed towels, loaded themselves

into canoes, and made the short trip to

the Southover dock that floats directly

across from Cool Island. At Southover
the boys swam, snacked on rice crispie

bars, and built shelters until increasing

bug activity sent us back to Cool Island

for shirts and more bug spray. Once they

had changed into appropriate attire, the

boys continued exploring the island and
some of them entered a shelter building

competition. Cooper and Oscar Woloson
won the competition with a rather cozy,

leaf covered hideaway built around a

small crawlspace scooped in the side of

a hill; however, the brothers Glomb as

well as Jonathan Elkins also built rather

impressive shelters that made them close

competitors for second place.

The boys began to work up an appetite

once again, so while the counselors

began preparing bacon cheeseburgers,

the lads prepared their best counselor

impersonations and performed them
before dinner. Thanks to Jack Sullivan's

selfless decision to sacrifice his shelter

for firewood that night, we were
able to get a fire going to cook our

dinner over. Following some hilarious

impersonations, a spot on mimicking of

the Italian counselor Pietro by Thomas
Mennen, and a few funny stories from
Colin Harkins, the boys sat down to

dinner. After the meal, the boys sat

down around the fire and waited for it to

grow dark enough for S 'mores. The guys
were roused from the fire when Silas

Burkey caught a perch by tent city, but

the excitement was slightly dampened
when the lads had to say goodbye to

Kidder who left to help prep camp for

JKs' arrival.

When it was finally dark enough, the

cabin gathered around the fire to roast

S'mores and talk about the day. While
everyone did get a chance to eat a S'more,

the festivities were cut a bit short by the

appearance of a swarm of bloodthirsty

mosquitos that had waited for nightfall

to strike. After quickly cleaning up camp
and brushing their teeth, the boys ran
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to their tents and settled down for the

night.

July 2nd
Wi+h the sun up and the mosquito

horde dispersed, the lads emerged from
their tents and began playing a game
of Cabin Olympics. The competition

was fierce, and when the dust settled

Pete Sanford and Drew Jessup had both

emerged as victors of the games. Thanks
to some excellent refereeing by Colin

Harkins we were able to ensure that

we had good, clean games and (mostly)

legitimate rules. As the games wound
down, we dined on M&M pancakes and
roasted the remainder of the S'mores
that the mosquitos had prevented us

from eating the night before. Reed Hyde
and Silas Burkey helped ensure that the

fire kept burning as everyone ate their

pancakes, and the counselors took turns

reading the BFG (Big Friendly Giant)

during breakfast to make up for the failure

to read to the kids before bedtime.

When breakfast was finished. Jack

Sullivan, Jonathan, and James helped
Brad put out the fire, and all the campers
cleaned up their plates and silverware.

After a brief sighting of some of the Kieve
SUPers, we broke camp, packed up the

boats, and once again headed over to

Southover swim and hang out. Once the

lads stopped swimming, we sat down to

another lunch of PBJ, played a rousing

game of "Don't Steal My Bacon!" and
prepared to paddle back to camp against

the wind. The boys pulled hard and dug
their paddles deep, and we were able

to make it back to camp without any
problems. Once the boys unpacked and
cleaned their gear, and then headed off

to the lake to do some tubbing.

Brad Geismar, HBC

South Glenayr - Sugarloaf Mountain
Loafing About
July 12th

Saturday, after a leisurely late morning
start and a delicious breakfast of bacon
and eggs at camp, the boys of South
Glenayr packed up their gear, piled into a

van, and headed north. Three hours and
several stops later the lads arrived at their

campsite at Cathedral Pines and began
setting up camp. While the counselors

cooked a mid-afternoon lunch of BLTCs
(bacon, lettuce, turkey, and cheese), the

campers pitched their tents, explored
the campsite, and settled in. Once lunch
had been finished, the boys helped clean

up and then ran off to play games until

dinner. The boys found themselves to

be quite puckish despite having had a

late lunch, and it felt as though supper
started being prepared just after the last

plate from lunch had been cleared.

As they waited for the counselors

to prepare delicious double down
sandwiches, the lads went off into the

woods around the campsite and built

houses for the spirits of the forest. Many
of the houses were quite impressive, and
the gents managed to add a personal

touch to each house they built. Reed,

Pete, George, and Cooper built a massive
complex that contained a runway, pool,

and a mansion. Oscar built a house with
a well-designed kitchen, and Drew and
Jonathan built an open-air estate with
its own nature center. While many
of the campers built luxurious faerie

estates. Jack focused on practicality and
constructed a faerie stronghold from
rocks and sticks that would have lasted

for weeks had it not been placed in the

middle of a footpath.

Once the counselors began serving

dinner the boys halted their construction

efforts, and after dinner everyone put

on longs and longs and began to gather

around the fire that George and Thomas
Koester had helped Brad build earlier that

day. Each of the counselors and several

of the campers took turns to tell stories to

the group, and as the fire burned low we
all drifted off to bed to get a good nights

sleep in preparation for the big hike on
Sunday.

July 13th

On Sunday morning the boys woke up
early, ate a quick breakfast ofGranola with

soy-milk and raspberries, packed their

daypacks, and headed off to Sugarloaf

Mountain. After taking a moment to gaze

at the summit from the bottom of the

access road, the boys shouldered their

packs and darted off along the trail. We
made frequent water, snack, and hotspot

checking breaks; however, when the boys

walked, they walked quickly and we
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managed to make good time heading up
the mountain. Around noon we decided

to leave the trail entirely and chose to

make our way up one of the ski trails.

The hillside grew rather steep, however
all of the boys persevered and before we
knew, it we had made it to the top of

the pitch. We took a quick break to rest

and enjoy the view, and then pushed on
up the tote-road extension ski trail. The
lads began growing tired and hungry.

However, once they made it to the top

of the trail, the summit was in sight and
they decided to make a final push to the

peak. The campers rallied around Pete as

he led the way to the cairn marking the

top of the mountain, and everyone yelled

their victory cries as wind and cloud mist

whipped around us.

We had planned to eat lunch just

after we summited, however, as we
broke out the PBJ materials, we saw
ominous looking dark clouds and rain

trails building in the distance. The lads

grabbed a quick snack break to stave off

their hunger, and then hurried back to

the access trail so that we could begin

our descent. Loose scree and steep

pitches made the trek downwards a bit

treacherous, but the boys moved slowly

and encouraged everyone as we made our

way down the hill. Colin and Drew both

moved to the back to help distract and
encourage one of their cabinmates who
was a bit nervous about the downward
trek, and the companionship and
constant reassurance that they offered

were both heartwarming examples of the

loyalty that Kieve hopes all cabinmates
will develop for one another.

After a quick yet careful scramble
back down the mountain, the boys took

a moment to relax and enjoy some well-

earned PBJs back at the van. Once all the

sandwiches had been eaten, everyone
climbed back into the vans and we headed
back to our campsite. When we arrived,

the boys hopped out of the van and began
unpacking their daypacks. Dark clouds

hung around in the sky overhead, but the

rain mostly held off and we managed to

avoid getting drenched. James and Reed
began organizing a game of Amoeba
tag while the counselors moved the

kitchen area and began preparing dinner.

After a few rounds. Amoeba tag began
to grow a bit dull and the boys moved
on to play games of Mafia and freeze

tag. After getting out early in a game of

Mafia, Silas decided to move off and
collect bottle caps off the ground. Once
he had collected a sufficient number of

caps, Silas moved over to the fire and
began showing some of his cabin-mates

how to turn trash like bottle caps into

effective fishing lures. The games wound
down as the counselors began serving a

hearty dinner of Dank, and once again

after dinner had been finished the boys
gathered around the fire for stories and
S'mores. Everyone was pretty tired after

the big hike earlier that day, and once the

stories were finished the lads retired to

their tents as the counselors packed up
for the night.

July 14th

Monday morning began with a "late"

start and a lengthy meal of French toast

with strawberries. The boys packed their

duffels and broke down tents while the

counselors cooked, and after everyone
finished eating we packed up into the

vans and said goodbye to Cathedral

Pines. On the way back to Kieve we
stopped at Big G's Deli for a meal of hearty

sandwiches and bottomless drinks, and
then at the Damariscotta Mills for a little

bridge jumping action to replace G-

swim. After watching some spectacular

720s performed by Oscar and Thomas
Koester, and a mid-air running man
proudly performed by Thom Mennen,
the lads climbed back into the vans for

the last time and made their way back
to Kieve. Upon returning to camp, the

young men of. South Glenayr cleaned,

unpacked, and rejoined their friends in

other cabins in time for dinner and the

evening activity. Brad Geismar, HBC

North Glenayr - Camden Hills

June 27th

Our cabin woke up on the morning of

the 2 7th packed and ready to go to Camden
Hills State Park for our primer trip. We
enjoyed a great Pasquaney breakfast

before we loaded up the vans with our

gear and headed out of camp. We arrived

at our campsite around noon, but before
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we had lunch we unpacked the group

gear from the van and had a little clinic

on how to set up tents. Once every tent

was set up, we ate some delicious cold

cut sandwiches, which were comprised

of different combinations of ham, turkey,

pepper jack cheese, and provolone.

Brendan decided to create an absolute

manwich including all of the possible

ingredients including condiments.

Some campers like Charlie were even

brave enough to spread ketchup on their

sandwiches. Everyone was pretty wiped
out by the end of lunch so we decided

to take a little rest period before we
embarked on our first hike of the trip.

Once everyone woke up, we filled up
on water and headed to the trail for Mt.

Battle. It was a beautiful hike including

obstacles like low bridges, which the

cabin particularly enjoyed walking

over. It took us about an hour to reach

the summit and as soon as we got there,

we felt instant gratification because of

the beautiful sweeping views of the

Penobscot Bay and Camden Harbor. We
all snacked on some trail mix while taking

in the view and then started our descent

back down to the campsite. We returned

to camp right around dinner and cooked
up some delicious bacon cheeseburgers,

which were a huge success. Graham and
Finn led the kitchen cleaning crew before

we started up a campfire, settled down
and got some rest before our second day
of hiking.

June 28th

On Saturday morning we woke up
promptly at eight, packed up our tents

and got breakfast started. We had hearty

bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches
prepared on our trusty Coleman stove

before filling up the van and driving up
to the trail head of Mt. Megunticook. The
hike up was about a half mile longer than

the previous day but we made it up to

the top in just as much time led by Remy
and Angus. The view from the summit
was even better and more rewarding
because of the fact that we could see

the lookout tower of Mt. Battle from the

top and even better view of Camden and
the surrounding area. The kids were
rewarded with Snickers bars as well as

peanut butter and jelly sandwiches at the

top while hanging out and performing

some lunch skits. After chilling on top

for about half an hour we headed back
down and headed back to Kieve. The trip

was awesome and the kids were already

ready for our next adventure to Fort

Island. Henry Coote, HBC

North Glenayr - Fort Island

July 6th

The young men of North Glenayr

departed for our Fort Island trip on
the morning of the 6th, after a hearty

breakfast at Pasquaney. Reid drove us in

a Kieve bus to the small harbor in South
Bristol. After carrying all of our gear

down to the end of the public dock, we
loaded up our canoes and started on our

way. It took a while to get out of sight of

our drop-off point because of the traffic

and multiple obstacles within the harbor

that we had to avoid but once we were
able to all get out of the small cove it

was smooth sailing for the most part. We
were extremely lucky to have the tides

on our side as well as tail winds in the

direct direction of our destination at Fort

Island.

It was a beautiful sunny Maine day and
it was awesome to take in the views of

the beautiful ships and homes that were
in the area. We all landed safely on the

island, pulled up our boats and set up
camp by around 3 o'clock and were all

starving because we did not want to have
a floating lunch on the way over.

Once everything was set up, we
settled down and enjoyed some tomato

soup along with grilled cheese. It took

a little while to cook our late lunch so

pretty much immediately after everyone

was done eating, we started on dinner,

which was fine because everyone was
still hungry after a hard day of paddling.

I wanted to try to have a little taste of

home on the trail so I cooked up some
Philly cheesesteaks for everyone that

was absolutely delicious. We had a small

fire going afterward and but everyone

was pretty exhausted and ready for a full

day of exploration and relaxation on Fort

Island.

July 7th

On day two we all agreed to sleep in

a little bit because we were no longer
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on Kieve time, which was a nice change

of pace. Because we were on a short

canoe trip, we were able to pack a lot

of food and were able to pretty much be

eating non-stop great tripping food. For

breakfast we had sausage, bacon, egg and
cheese sandwiches.

During the day everyone went for a

swim in the frigid Maine water but it was
cool because when the boys swam out to

a rock, they were able to hang out there

and then walk back because of the strong

tide. Most of the morning was spent

swimming and enjoying the beauty of

the Maine coast along with catching up
on some reading. The boys also spent a

lot of time exploring the island a little bit

and collecting firewood. We had some
great chicken bacon ranch sandwiches
for lunch that were a hit. The afternoon

was spent just hanging out and relaxing,

getting some rest for the big day ahead
of us.

As the sun started to set, a few ominous
clouds rolled in but we only had to deal

with some small passing showers before

a nice pasta dinner. As we were eating,

the tide came up and we saw a small boat

drive up to the rock that we had swam
out to earlier that day. When it got dark,

we were surprised with a small private

fireworks show from the boat that was
really a treat. We shared a really great

moment sitting by the fire, sharing our

favorite moments of the trip so far while
watching the fireworks and finishing

our dinner. We also indulged in some
S'mores before we headed back to the

tents and got some sleep.

July 8th

High tide was scheduled to be around
eight on the morning of our last day so

we woke up about an hour earlier, had
a quick breakfast and packed up camp.
We were able to pack up the boats in

great time and head to our takeout point

at Fort William Henry. Although we had
some light headwinds, we had the tide

on our side and the boys showed some
serious improvement paddling so it only
took us about an hour to reach our initial

drop-off point in South Bristol. Once we
got there, we fueled up with some snacks
and water before continuing our journey
to the take-off point because we were

only about half way there. On our paddle

some curious seals that wanted to check
out the boats accompanied some boats,

which was really cool. We all were able

to paddle through a section of water that

had a little bit of high water, which was
really fun, and by then we were within

sight of our destination. We landed at the

takeout spot in great time and we were
able to bring all of our gear and boats

up rather quickly which allowed us to

relax for a while and eat lunch before

we were picked up and driven back to

camp. Overall it was a great trip that will

be engraved into all of our memories for

a long time to come!
Henry Coote, HBC

North Townsend - Camden Hills

July 1st

After packing up our remaining gear

and eating breakfast at camp, the boys on
North Townsend embarked on our primer

camping trip to Camden Hills State Park.

We traveled north for about forty-five

minutes in the van and finally arrived

at our destination. The campers worked
together setting up their tents and the

rest of our campsite while Andrew, Jack

and I made sandwiches. Around 12:00

we walked over to the trail head for Mt.

Battle and everyone was stoked to begin

the hike. We all began walking together,

however, Chase and some others pulled

away as they were leading the pack at

a really fast pace. The trail was pretty

mild and not too steep. After many
water breaks and great conversations, we
summited Mt. Battle. By the time Alistair,

Vernon, Alex, Reed and 1 made it to the

top, the rest of the cabin had climbed up
the viewing tower and was admiring the

beautiful Penobscot Bay. The hike down
was a breeze and we all returned back to

the campsite for the night.

At the campsite we played a few
rounds of Sniper which J.Z and Ollie

won and then Jasper had the idea to

play Camouflage which was really fun.

Spearheaded by Ben, Alex, Walker and
Smitty, all the campers came together

and built a cool lean-to shelter out in the

woods using sticks and moss. Soon after

that, it was time to begin making a fire

to cook dinner. All of the boys collected
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small sticks and birch bark to get the fire

started. The counselors all cooked up
the dinner, which were delicious bacon
cheeseburgers and the boys quickly

devoured them. After Nick, Jamie, and
J.Z cleaned up dinner with Jack and
Andrew, we decided to roast some
marshmallows. Nick was especially

talented at making them golden brown
and everyone enjoyed his S'mores. While
the fire was still burning hot, we gathered

around it to play some mafia. Smitty and
Gabe made up some really good stories

during the game. All in all it was a good
day and we were all exhausted and ready

for bed.

July 2nd
The next morning we woke up around

nine to some rain. However, soon after

we were out of the tents, it stopped and
turned into a beautiful day. Jack and 1

cooked up M&M and blueberry pancakes
while Andrew helped all of the campers
take down the tents and pack their

personal gear. After we all filled up on
pancakes and packed the van with all of

our gear, we headed back to the trailhead

to hike Mt. Megunticook. The boys
powered through the hike and made it to

the top in about forty-five minutes. From
the peak we could see Mt. Battle which
we hiked yesterday and another amazing
view of Penobscot Bay. We all made
sandwiches at the top of the mountain,
ate them and headed back down to the

van. Although it was hot and humid, the

boys dominated the hike. We all piled

back into the van and headed to Round
Top Ice cream for a treat after a great

trip. Jake Lynch, HBC

North Townsend - Fort Island

July 9th

Right after breakfast on the morning of

July ninth, the boys of North Townsend
piled on to a bus and headed up to

South Bristol to begin our trip. As soon
as we got to the public boat landing,

we proceeded to unload all of our gear

and bring the canoes down to the water.

It was a beautiful, sunny day and we
were all excited to paddle to Fort Island.

However, there was a strong breeze

coming inland that made it a challenge

to get out of the harbor. We loaded

the canoes with all of the coolers and
personal bags and hopped in the boats.

The paddle out of the harbor was as

difficult as I anticipated. Andrew and
Nick were the first boat to go, followed
by two camper boats. All three canoes
impressively made it out of the harbor,

braving the strong headwinds. Next Jack

and Will led three camper boats out

without as much success. Vernon and
I took up the rear and helped out any
boats struggling. After rescuing Jamie
and Reed from the shore, I found Ollie,

Alistair and Ben stranded at the adjacent

bank. We all rallied together and pushed
through the tough headwinds and around
the corner. From there on out the paddle
was smooth. With winds behind us and
some practice paddling we made it to

Fort Island in no time.

We then brought all of our canoes up to

the shore along with our gear and began to

set up our tents and the tarp. We had the

rest of the afternoon to explore the island

and relax. As the evening approached, I

sent all of the campers to gather firewood

and Alex led the charge by collecting

the most firewood. I challenged Chase
and Jasper to build a one match fire

and maintain it for the rest of the night

and I was really impressed when they

succeeded. For dinner Jack, Andrew, and
I cooked up personal pepperoni pizzas

which all the campers seemed to enjoy.

After a long day, everyone was tired so

we relaxed and cooked marshmallows
around the fire and hit the hay.

July 10th

The next morning we all woke up
around nine and cooked a breakfast of

bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches. We
had the whole day to enjoy the island.

Gabe, Smitty, Ollie, J.Z, Will and Alistair

went swimming and found a cool current

that gave them a ride along the shoreline

while Jamie, Ben, Vernon, Chase and
Walker explored around the island.

We had a lunch of chicken and pesto

paninis and afterwards all of the campers
decorated themselves with the clay that

they found on the beach. Gabe completely

covered his body with clay which made
everyone laugh.

Before dinner, we had a competition

for first meal. This time we judged the

126



127



best dancing. Everyone lined up and
we put on music and picked out the

best dancers in order. Nick won easily

by pulling off some crazy moves. For
dinner we had quesadillas as appetizers

and a burrito entree, which was really

filling. After dinner, we roasted some
marshmallows and told scary stories

around the fire. Reed and Andrew told

especially scary stories and I think it's

safe to say everyone was a little scared.

We all went to bed early to get ready for

the next day's paddle.

July 11th

The third and final day of our trip

began with Pop-tarts in the morning for

breakfast. We broke down camp and
packed up our personal gear. We were
about to embark on a paddle twice as

long as the first day, approximately four

miles. We all packed up the boats and
hopped in. Our paddle was a lot easier

this time with virtually no wind. I also

noticed a massive improvement in the

paddling ability of all the campers. We
paddled back the way we came and
continued another two miles to our pick-

up point in Pemaquid. The most fun part

of the last paddle was the big rolling

waves on the short open ocean portion.

After three hours of paddling we made
it to our destination where we ate ham
and turkey sandwiches and awaited our

driver to pick us up. Jack Lynch, HBC

South Bunker Hill - Hog Island

July 3rd

The boys of South Bunkerhill, who had
been in camp for over a week already,

were roaring to get on our Hog Island

Primer. We left camp right after breakfast,

and arrived at Bremen Landing around
11. We were greeted by "Muscongus"
Matt, Kieve's foremost environmental
expert, who told us a little bit about the

history of Hog Island. After learning

about the Audubon Society, with whom
Kieve shares Hog Island, the boys were
ready to finally depart from Bremen
Landing and arrive at Hog.

We loaded kayaks into the ocean, had
a kayaking clinic, then departed. The
weather was a bit cloudy and foggy, but

the boys stuck together, paddled hard,

and after about 10 minutes landed at

Hog. We pulled up our kayaks, gathered

our group gear, and learned how to set

up camp. The primer is a great chance for

the boys to learn the basics of camping,
so they were taught how to assemble
tents, put up the tarp, and set up the

kitchen area.

After camp was set up it was time for

lunch. The boys inhaled double decker
cold cut sandwiches. We had a little

down time after that so the boys did

what they do best and played together.

Owen Brown led a Frisbee game with
Nick Marshall and Andrew Naber. Luke
Trowbridge started a talent show in a

cool little house on the island, and all

of the campers took part in performing

stand-up comedy, dance routines, and
sing alongs. We took shelter in the house
for about an hour after that because the

rain picked up, but the boys had a blast

playing cards and continuing the talent

show. After the rain stopped. Matt led

us all on a great nature hike around the

island. The boys learned about Indian

Cove, how the Indians used to gather and
eat their food, and a bit about the natural

wildlife on the island. Frazier Dougherty
sported an old man's beard throughout

the hike which cracked the cabin up, and
Coop Warrington led a fun game of I Spy
at Indian Cove. The boys had a chance
to lead the hike back to camp, so Ryan
Howard and Johnny Silver guided us

back along the trail to our tents.

After the hike the weather picked back

up, so once again the boys retreated

indoors. Jasper Chartener and Zander
DeLuca entertained the cabin with some
rather comical dance routines, and just

enjoyment of each other's company
brought us to dinner. The boys ate double

down sandwiches, which consist of

two chicken patties sandwiching Swiss

cheese and bacon. Needless to say the

boys loved them. It was too rainy for a

camp fire, but we did have a new dessert

which we named "Evan Kantors."

Essentially, it was a rice krispy treat

sandwiched between a Hershey bar. Billy

Marin and Myles Anderson stared in awe
as I created the delicious beast, and they

each downed two of them. Afterwards, it

was time for bed, and the boys retreated

to their tents chatting about the fun
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events of the day and the excitement for

what was to follow tomorrow.

July 4th

We woke up to some clouds, but even

the weather couldn't dampen the cheer

that one instinctively feels on our nation's

independence day. Breakfast was an

American staple: Bacon, sausage egg and
cheese sandwiches. In celebration of the

day we followed those with Milky Ways,

because what's more American than

dessert for breakfast? Billy Kitchel and
Peter Lim helped clean up breakfast, and
by then the weather cleared up, so the

boys had several options of what to do.

We decided to break up into three groups:

a fort building group, a kayak group, and
a swim group. The fort builders went
with Mike to build cool tree forts and
construct a city. The kayak group went
with me and Matt on an excursion around
Hog Island, stopping at several small

islands and observing osprey nests, jelly

fish, and crabs. The swim group joined

Patrick jumping off the elevated dock on
the island into the ocean, and doing cool

flips and dives. Each group had equal

amounts of fun, and it was a great way
to spend the morning. Afterwards the

boys ate delicious sun butter and jelly

sandwiches, and after that, unfortunately,

it was time to leave the island.

We packed up camp, loaded up the

kayaks, headed back to Bremen Landing,

and said goodbye to Hog Island and Matt.

The boys absolutely killed the primer,

and are no doubt prepared for our long

journey into the White Mountains.
Evan Kantor, HBC

South Bunkerhill - White Mountains
July 11th

The boys of South BunkerHill, AKA
Southern Bunky Chay Chay, woke up
this morning filled with excitement. Our
departure for the White Mountains was
after breakfast, and the boys couldn't

wait to get out. After a delicious breakfast

of French toast, the boys packed up their

final trip amenities, cleaned the cabin,

and were out of camp by 10:30. The
drive took about 3 hours, and by 1:30 we
had arrived at our campsite in the White
Mountains National Forest. We would be
staying at Barnes Field Campsite for the

next 4 nights; a beautiful site with a large

fire pit and a nice gravel driveway for us

to play in, as well as surrounding woods.
After learning again how to set up camp
and the kitchen area, the boys were all

settled in, and together we enjoyed cold

cuts for lunch. For the rest of the day
the boys essentially got situated. Myles
Anderson and Owen Brown had a long

Frisbee toss. Cedar Cannon and Jasper

Chartener created a foursquare arena and
the boys played in that all trip. We tossed

the baseball, joked around, but ultimately

just enjoyed each other's company for the

rest of the day.

For dinner we scarfed down double
bacon cheeseburgers, and afterwards we
went to bed. Tomorrow would be our

toughest day of the trip: Mt. Washington,
and the boys needed their rest.

July 12th

We woke up today with one goal in

mind: dominate Mt. Washington. After

an early wake up and a tasty breakfast of

Pop-Tarts and cereal bars, we hopped in

the van and got to the mountain at 9 a.m.

The weather couldn't have been better:

a beautiful 80 and sunny. Immediately
we filled up our water bottles and hit

the trail. We would be hiking up the

Ravine Trail, which is 4.2 miles long,

and rather steep. The boys immediately
started tearing up the mountain. Johnny
Silver and Bill Marin led the way as we
finished the first 1.2 miles in under 30

minutes; an unbelievably quick pace.

After that first mile the trail got very

steep, especially when we hit the Lions

Head trail, which would be our route to

the summit. It was here that we split up
into 3 separate groups: the lead group, the

following group, and the caboose. This

way, everyone could hike at their own
pace. I have hiked several mountains
in my day, and this last section was not

only one of the most challenging, but

also one of the most beautiful. We could
see for what seemed like forever, and the

sun shined down on us the entire way
up. The first section reached the summit
in 3 hours, headed by Billy, Johnny,
and Frazier Dougherty. The next crew
reached them 30 minutes later, followed

by the third group in under an hour. At
the summit the boys celebrated their
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tremendous accomplishment with pep

and cheese for lunch and ice cream
sandwiches for dessert. We explored the

beautiful summit for a couple of hours;

checking out the old hotel at the peak,

seeing the views, and meeting some nice

travelers.

At 1:45 we began our descent, this

time taking Tuckerman's Ravine down
instead of Lions Head. This path was
very steep, but had a beautiful waterfall

careening over it. We reached the

bottom at 5 p.m. We headed back to our

campsite, rested for a while, then did our

standard foursquare game and Frisbee

toss. Dinner was double downs, which
the boys tiredly demolished, followed

by a roaring fire and S'mores to wash it

all down. The boys absolutely conquered
Mt. Washington, the tallest mountain in

the Northeast, and 1 couldn't have been
more proud of them. Especially Luke
Trowbridge, who struggled with an
illness up the mountain, but nonetheless

peaked it with incredible courage and
perseverance.

July 13th

This morning the boys slept in until 8

a.m. and woke up to breakfast sandwiches
for breakfast. Unfortunately, the afternoon

predicted rain storms, so we decided to

hit Emerald Pools early and spend as

much time there as possible. We drove

45 minutes to the Bald Face Mountain
parking lot, then hiked the 1 mile trail to

Emerald Pools. The pool was amazing: a

beautiful green tint surrounded by woods
and beautiful cliffs. The boys jumped off

the cliffs, swam, and explored the area.

Cooper Warrington and Ryan Howard
couldn't get enough of the cliff jumping,
and must have jumped in 20 times each.

Billy Kitchel and Zander DeLuca led the

boys on a journey around the area, but by
2 it looked like rain was approaching so

we headed back to the van.

We ate sun butter and jelly sandwiches
for lunch back at our campsite and
played in a field nearby for a little while
before the rain hit. After retreating to

our tents and waiting out the storm, we
played more four square, then had pep
and cheese quesadillas for dinner under
the tarp. We told stories, played jeopardy,

and ate S'mores bars that Betsy packed

for us, before escaping the rain into our

tents for another good night's sleep.

July 14th

Today would be our last full day of the

trip, so we were sure to make the most of

it. We woke up at 8 a.m. and ate pop tarts

and cereal bars for breakfast. We headed
over to Deer Hill, a small but difficult

mountain, which was our challenge

for the day. We started up the path and
immediately hit a beautiful dam that

required a careful crossing. The hike was
steep and technical, but we reached the

top in a little over an hour. After enjoying

the view and eating a snack, we headed
down, and total round trip we probably

hiked for 3 hours. Afterwards we swam
to the Wild River, a beautiful river with

rapids and a deep swimming area. We
swam in the rapids for a couple of hours,

then ate sun butter and jelly for lunch.

Afterwards Peter Lim, Nick Marshall,

and Andrew Naber headed a game of

sharks and minnows in the river, but by
3 it was time to pack up and leave.

Before reaching our campsite we
stopped at a baseball field for a game of

kickball. The boys had a blast just goofing

around and playing, and by the time

we got back to the campsite they were
exhausted. It started raining so we rested

in our tents until dinner, which was the

always wonderful Dank. We put bacon,

pepperoni, and of course tons of cheese

in it, and inhaled it under the tarp. We
ate Evan Kantors for dessert, rice krispies

sandwiched between chocolate bars, told

stories, played mafia, and essentially

said goodbye to the site. Tonight was our

last night so we really cherished it and
enjoyed one another, before retreating to

our tents for a final night's rest.

July 15th

We slept in until 9 today because all

we had to do was pack up camp and head
home. We ate the rest of our snacks for

breakfast, which the boys loved, packed
up camp, policed the area for trash, and
by 11 we were ready to leave. Barnes
Field treated us well the past 4 days,

and we left it in better shape than we
found it. On the way home we stopped
in Lewiston for pizza, and by 3 p.m. we
were back at Kieve, ready to enjoy the

last 4 days of camp. The boys of South
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Bunkerhill absolutely crushed the trip,

but most importantly had a blast doing

so. We bonded, got extremely close as

a cabin, and developed great skills by
conquering some incredible challenges.

The trip couldn't have gone smoother,

and the boys are truly stronger for

completing it. Evan Kantor, HBC

South Townsend - Hog Island

July 2nd
The boys of South Townsend aw^oke on

what would be our first day on trip for the

session to enjoy a fresh waffle breakfast

at Pasquaney with the rest of camp, our

morning duty: pack and go. Once we'd
been sure to pack water, sunscreen,

swimsuits, sleeping bags, et al, the

fourteen campers and three counselors

loaded into a fifteen passenger van and
a minivan driven by the inimitable Zack
Johnson and embarked for Bremen,
Kieve's Atlantic landing. We arrived

to find Muscongus Matt - Hog Island's

resident ecology expert - already waiting

for us, and after a quick kayak paddle we
reached the island.

The weather was clear and sunny so

we took the opportunity to explore Hog
Island, with Matt taking the kids out on
a nature tour of the island's woods and
intertidal zones. Once we'd learned about

the flora and fauna of the mighty Hog,

the kids set off into the woods to work
on building some forts. A.J. impressed
everyone with a ten foot tall teepee, and
Jackson, Alex, Grady, and some others

put together a mossy-floored bungalow
in the same clearing. The latter stickfort

proved to be perfectly suited to riddle-

sharing, and Grady was able to pull off

a last-minute unraveling of the Russian

Coin Trick riddle while Jackson and
MacLean puzzled over the Two Penguins
in a Canoe Brainteaser.

Soon dinner time rolled around, and
we fired up the grill for some bacon
cheeseburgers / non-bacon veggieburgers.

Just as we finished enjoying our meals,

the grey half of the sky overcam.e the blue

and we all retreated into the Audubon
Society's Fishhouse to escape the rain.

After a few minutes collecting ourselves,

we decided to do a fijU-cabin game of

James Bond mafia, joined by Matt ~ the

game's highlights were undoubtedly Phil

and Alex's duo detective work which,
while effective, failed to keep them
alive, and our two JCs, Mike and Ben,
finding themselves on opposite sides and
simultaneously killing each other. In the

end the mafia was foiled and we settled

in for some card games before venturing

out to our tents to retire for the night.

July 3rd
The morning brought with it a low fog

for our kayak home. We started the day
with some quality breakfast sammiches,
then a fleet of Kieve kayaks appeared
through the mist as South Bunkerhill

arrived for their own primer. We switched
our ka5^aks for theirs and packed up
camp for the paddle home to Bremen. A
quick stop at Damariscotta Mills for G-

Swim and Round Top for ice cream later

and we were home to Kieve, in time for

dinner, and feeling ready to get back out

into the woods four days later for our

journey to the great Mt. Washington.

John Goodman, HBC

South Townsend - The White Mountains
July 6th

Having been primed and readied for our

westward excursion by our overnight to

Hog Island, packing and getting onto the

road was a quick clean job for the boys
of South Townsend. With a filling Kieve

breakfast in our bellies and our day packs

on our backs, we set off toward New
Hampshire's White Mountains National

Forest. The drive was mostly uneventful,

punctuated with a quick stop near the

state border for cold cuts, and soon we'd
reached our campground at Barnes Field.

We divided into tent groups and spent

some time settling in, with James being

sure to take a minute to find an ideal

spot for his hammock, then we set off in

the van to a nearby river for a refreshing

swim.
The riverflow formed a sort

of natural waterslide that we all

enjoyed, and Alex and Liam tried

to dive to the bottom to retrieve a

coin while A.J. explored upstream.

Once we returned from our swim, the first

challenge of the inter-tent competition

that would last the duration of the trip

was issued: a classic skit competition.
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coupled with another challenge: a hunt
for an arrow hidden somewhere in the

woods. Once the skits were finished,

we all enjoyed a hearty meal of fajitas to

prepare for tomorrow, the biggest day of

the trip: the ascent up Mt. Washington.

July 7th

We woke up early to get a headstart on
the east coast's highest mountain, and
after about fifteen minutes in the van
we were at a crucial fork in the road: left

for the auto road to the summit, right for

the hiking trail. Of course for Kieve men
it was an easy choice, and within a few
minutes our walk had begun. We took

the Lion's Head Trail up the mountain,
and Warner and A.J. led the group to

start. After crossing a bridge and getting

a great view of a low waterfall, we had
a quick water break, during which Jack

and Grady decided to commit to doing
the entire summit without sitting down.
The Lion's Head Trail branched off from
the main trail, and before we knew it

we found ourselves above treeline, and
there the views really started to get

going. It seemed like every turn had a

better panorama of the White Mountains
than the last, and before too long we'd
ascended up to the Lion's Head, an
enormous boulder jutting out from the

side of the mountain that I suppose
someone must have thought looked like

a lion's head.

From here we could see the first

of many false summits, and by the

time we reached the second or

third, a descending hiker informed
us that the next was the real thing.

After a final stretch of shale we reached
the summit, and we had the privilege

of mixing in among the drivers as

some of the few who took the long

way up, the most accomplished people
on the mountain. We had a lunch
of PB&J, explored the museum, and
enjoyed the view, then prepared for

our descent down Tuckerman's Ravine.

As we began the way down, it started

to rain, swelling the ravine's waterfalls

and leaving the rocks slippery when wet,

so progress was slow and steady. Once
we'd crossed two waterfalls, a patch
of snow, and a few high-stakes ledges,

the steepest part of Tuckerman's was

behind us, leaving a long shallow walk
back to the base of Mt. Washington.
Spirits were high, in the way they
only can be when the excitement and
sense of accomplishment a successful

summit brings mingles with the full-

body exhaustion of a day's hike, and
blasting Clarence Carter's Patches, we
drove on back to Barnes Field for a

dinner of couscous and veggies. For
dinner skits the tents presented epic

retellings of the day's adventure, with
Grady Mitch and Jack's, in the style

of a Nordic saga, the clear winner.

After some time around the campfire and
some well-earned S'mores, we trickled

off to our tents for a good night's sleep

before tomorrow's hike.

July 8th

After a long hard day it was time to

relax a little, so our first stop on day
three was the renowned Emerald Pools, a

deep, cold swimming hole surrounded by
a low outcropping of rocks that's perfect

for jumping off of. We got in some good
cannonballs, pencil dives, and mid-air

trivia questions, the latter especially well

executed by Phil, and understandably

nobody thought it was wise to try a

classic Kieve pain dive. After the first

jump the water was freezing but by the

third or fourth we were all used to it, and
we stayed and swam for the morning.

After the pools we hiked back out

to the trailhead and had some PB&J,
then made our way up Little Deer Hill,

followed by Deer Hill, this time with

Peter leading the group and setting the

pace. Here we crossed over a small dam
that forms the border of New Hampshire
and Maine, wi-th everybody getting in

some good interstate jumps before we
moved on. The summit of Little Deer Hill

offered fresh blueberries, clear rockfaces,

and a beautiful view of the surrounding

mountains. The summit of Deer Hill was
decidedly less impressive, so we were
sure to stop and appreciate Little again

on our way back.

Once we were back at Barnes Field,

we settled in and played some dice, with

Charlie swinging a narrow victory in a

particularly drawn out game, and then

it was time for dinner, in my opinion

the best of the trip: some delicious and
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filling personal pizzas, heavy on the

sauce and with sausage pepperoni and
veggies slung on between the crust and
the cheese. We all went looking for the

arrow, but again to no avail. It rained

in the night, but thankfully we were all

already in our tents for it.

July 9th

We decided to finish strong with a

steep hike up a 4,000 footer - Wildcat

Mountain. But first, we stayed a little

late at the campsite so we'd have time

for my favorite breakfast, my signature

Goodman Lee Buchanan Allagash

Funtime Goodman's Specialty Scrambled
Pancakes, which we consumed in grand

quantity.

As we made our way to the snowless

ski mountain, we reviewed the maps and
decided on our best route, then stopped

for a quick lunch before embarking on
foot. Though not as tall. Wildcat was
as steep as Washington had been, and
it was no easy hike. Jack led the group

this time, setting a pace that would let

us keep a steady speed to the top. About
halfway up there was a rock jutting

out from the side of the mountain -

- think Lion King - from which we
could see not only Mt. Washington and
Barnes Field, but also our van at the

bottom of the mountain, which would
later also be visible from the summit.
We had some stirring conversation about

books, comic books, and movies, and
before long we were all having a long

drink of water at the peak of Wildcat.

We stayed for a while to enjoy the

view, and came down when it looked

like some rain might be rolling in from
the west. As our luck would have it,

the dark clouds missed us entirely and
we were treated to a sunny descent.

Once back in the campsite the final

challenge of the inter-tent competition

was hosted: a Gauntlet of contests, one
presented by each counselor. Ben's trial

required speed and precision, Mike's -

- a planking/trivia challenge - required

endurance and quick thinking, Kaley's

demanded deft throwing skills, and my
own, a relay race to the water pump,
ended with A.J. cinching the Gauntlet for

his tent with Jackson and Alex, winning
the contest for House Anderly. We shared

a few jokes and stories around the fire

and hit the hay.

July 10th

Another day of driving, this time with a

good late sleep-in. Once we were all piled

into the van, we settled in for a round of

the iPod game, lasting us as the plates

we shared the road with changed from
'Live Free or Die' to 'Vacationland,' and
through Lewiston, then we stopped for a

lunch at Five Guys which would include

both burgers and fries. As if that weren't

food enough, after we'd passed through

Bath and Wiscasset, we took a quick pit

stop at Kieve's favorite Damariscotta

area business. Round Top Ice Cream.

By the time we rolled into Kieve (just

in time for afternoon G-Swim) everyone
was full, satisfied, ready to stretch their

legs, and proud of completing a trip well

done. John Goodman, HBC

South Cunningham - Hog Island

June 27th

The boys of South Cunningham got

ready for their first trip of the session and,

for some of the kids, their first camping
trip ever. We packed up all of our stuff

in the morning and we were ready to go

by 10:30. It was a short 15-minute drive

to Bremen where we unloaded our stuff

and waited for our host Matt. Soon Matt
showed up and loaded all of our gear into

his motor boat to take to the island. Then
the whole cabin got in Funyaks and got

ready for the quick paddle to Hog Island.

The kids were impressive Funyakers and
got to Hog very quickly.

Once there they unloaded all their gear

and set up their tents in fairly impressive

fashion. We then went to the beach to

see some crabs in their natural habitat

and to collect mussels for a little snack
with dinner. After that we went on a hike

around the island where Matt taught

the kids about which plants are edible

to eat. We learned a lot about the island

and the creatures that inhabit it, and
we also found cool things like Native

American arrowheads. After the hike the

kids played around with the counselors,

playing games like mafia and sniper and
then I prepared dinner. For dinner we
had bacon cheese burgers which was a

big hit.
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After dinner we went to the beach to

build a big fire and to have some S'mores.

After feasting we told some scary stories,

which the kids enjoyed. Matt was also

there to teach us about stars, which was
very interesting. Finally all the kids went
to bed after a great day on Hog Island.

June 28th

We slept in a bit until 8:30. The
counselors served a nice, easy breakfast

of poptarts.. We spent the morning eating

and relaxing and then unfortunately a

Wavus group was in, so we had to leave

early and we got back to camp at around
11 after packing our stuff up. There was
a slight communication problem as we
were supposed to be there longer, so we
got in the van and went to Damariscotta

Mills where we went swimming off of a

bridge and we enjoyed a nice lunch of

PB&Js.

After hanging out and playing for a

while I took the kids to Round Top Ice

Cream because they were good on the

trip. We got back to camp in the afternoon

and unpacked all of our stuff. The kids

were happy to be back at camp, but also

proud of what they accomplished during

the trip. Evan Dyal, HBC

South Cunningham - White Mountains
July 1st

On the day of Tuesday July 1st the

young men of South Cunningham
prepared for their departure to the White
Mountains. After eating breakfast at

camp, we loaded up the van and hit the

road. The drive was about 3 and a half

hours, including a stop for a delicious

lunch of cold cuts sandwiches. We got

to our campsite of Barnes Field in the

White Mountain National Forest in

the afternoon and immediately began
setting up camp. The kids set up their

tents and unloaded their stuff, while the

counselors made a quick trip to Walmart
for supplies. After camp was all set up,

the counselors started preparing a nice

dinner of chicken patties, despite some
problems with the stove, we persevered

on and we all had a nice dinner.

That night Collin Rodrigue and Lucas
Falezan went up to fill up water bottles

and saw a little bear, which was a sight

I am sure they will always remember.

We went to bed early that night as we
prepared for an early wake up to climb
Mount Washington.

July 2nd
We awoke very early at 5 AM to get an

early start on the toughest day of the trip.

The kids filled up their water bottles, put
a fleece and rain gear in their backpacks
and had a quick breakfast of poptarts.

We got in the van and drove 10 minutes
to Mt. Washington. We hit the trail at

about 5:50 and my fearless co-counselor

Tom Ramage took lead. Burnham
Johnston was nice enough to volunteer

to wear a princess dress all the way up
the mountain. Tom Ramage led the fast

group, which consisted of Burnham,
Caleb, Andrew, Colin and others and they

did crush the mountain in an amazing 3

hours and change. I was with the back
group, and it took us five and half hours

to get to the top. Once on top we chilled

at the restaurant on top and had a nice

lunch of peanut butter and jelly on pita

bread. We also took some great pictures

at the summit.
After a little over an hour we headed

down the Tuckerman Ravine Trail. I led

the fast group, Sam was in the back and
Tom was in the middle. Tom was with

Colin, Vedant and Cobey. All of them
really set the tone by refusing to take

breaks and even pushing the counselors.

We all made it down in four hours

making it a ten-hour day total since we
got up, going 5.5 up, 1 hour on top and
3.5 hours down. This is very impressive

as two years ago my group took 12 total

hours.

We headed back in the van feeling

accomplished of what we just did and
that everyone made it up the mountain.

Once we were back at the campsite, the

kids were exhausted so they relaxed a

little while I made a nice dinner of pesto

pasta with chicken and bacon. The skits

to eat first tonight were the best way to

ask out a girl and the tent group of Colin,

Charlie, Caleb and Sam won. The kids

enjoyed the pasta, but they really enjoyed

the fact they climbed a huge mountain.

We spent the night around the fire talking

and reminiscing about our day. Joel

Hatch really enjoyed it as he ate more
marshmallows than everyone combined.
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We went to bed tired, but proud that we
climbed the highest mountain east of the

Mississippi River and we climbed all

6,288 feet of it.

July 3rd

After a long tiring day yesterday we had
a well deserved sleep in until 9 and had
a very leisurely morning. I made a nice

breakfast of breakfast sandwiches and
we spent the morning just hanging out,

eating and conversing. A couple of the

campers were nice enough to volunteer

to help me with breakfast. At around 12

we got in the van and drove 30 minutes
to the famous swimming area of Emerald
Pools. Emerald Pools has a nice rock that

is about 20 feet above the water that all of

the kids loved jumping off. While at the

pools we had a nice lunch of tuna on pita

bread, which got mixed reviews among
the cabin to say the least. Campers like

Tomas loved it, while campers like Sam
Hall thought it was the worst thing ever.

We spent the afternoon playing in the

water with campers posing in air for the

camera. Other kids went with Sam to

explore a waterfall and climb up it.

After a few hours there we got back
into the van and headed back into the

campsite. We had a delicious dinner of

crunch wraps, which are tortillas filled

with bacon, cheese and chicken. The
skits for tonight were predicting their

own futures, and whoever we thought
was most accurate won. That skit was
won by the tent of Tomas Stockton, Nick
Valdez, Cobey Blumenthal and Harry
Bell, so they got to eat first. After dinner

we made another campfire and talked

into the night and also had a delicious

night of S'mores, that all the kids enjoyed,

we went to bed around 10 getting ready
for our last real day of the trip.

July 4th

We got up a little earlier than yesterday

at around 8:30 to another beautiful day.

We had a nice breakfast of breakfast

sandwiches again and got our stuff

ready for another hike. Today we were
hiking Mt. Willard which is a much
shorter hike, but I didn't want to do a

bigger hike do to fear of being caught in

a thunderstorm, plus Mt. Willard had
some amazing views. Sam led the fast

group with the usual suspects of Caleb,

Burnham, Andrew, Nick and Colin and
they made great time of about 45 minutes
to an hour to get to the tip. Our whole
group crushed the mountain and still

ended up on top of the mountain within
an hour and half. We chilled at the top

enjoying the amazing views even though
it was a foggy day. We had a snack ofChex
mix and had a lunch of PBJ again, which
everyone preferred to tuna. Then on the

way down Tom led the fast group, while
I chilled in the back , but we all made it

down in goodtime. On the way down we
even stopped at a little waterfall for some
swimming, Lucas Falezan was brave

enough to brave the cold water first. We
drove back to the campsite around 4 and
had some much needed downtime. Some
kids read books, took naps, played cards

or just rested.

Our last dinner was a delicious meal of

personal pizza that the kids thoroughly

enjoyed. The final skit was best song and
dance which the tent of Andrew, Tomas
and Cobey's tent won, performing a

Taylor Swift song. Several of the campers
helped me and Tom with dinner and were
a great help. After dinner we had another

campfire and, since it was the last night

of the trip and the kids were good during

the trip, we had a giant candy party for

dessert. We enjoyed some cookies, candy
and Goldfish. We then went to bed sad

that it was our last night in the White
Mountains, but also excited to get back
to camp.

July 5th

We woke up at 8 to a rainy day and
immediately started packing up camp.
We had a fun breakfast of poptarts and
leftover snacks. Once we loaded up camp
and had breakfast, we hit the road. On
the way back we stopped at Pizza Hut for

a nice lunch that all the kids thoroughly

enjoyed. The kids feasted, but we
probably ordered too much. After lunch

we finished up the drive and got back to

camp at around 3:30. We unpacked our

stuff and cleaned everything including

ourselves because we didn't smell

particularly good. The trip was a blast

and I can confidently say that everyone

enjoyed it, we were proud of what we
accomplished, but also excited to be

back at camp. Evan Dyal, HBC
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North Cunningham - Camden Hills

June 29th

We awoke at Kieve on Sunday to find

an absolutely beautiful day before us.

Thinking the weather the most fine, our

spirits were high and we sought to leave

camp as quickly as we could following

breakfast. At 10:30 AM we departed for

Camden Hills and arrived around 11:30

AM.
Once we arrived to our campsite, we

organized a competition: whichever tent

group could set up their tent properly

first would eat first. This led to four

extremely efficient and impressive tent

constructions but Sebastian Frankel,

Alex Maruszewski, Will Scott, and
Kieran Blunnie were the quickest and
thus rightfully claimed their delicious

grilled cheese and tomato soup meal
first.

After lunch, we made our way for

the Maiden Cliff trail which, though
boasting an elevation of merely eight

hundred feet, provided incredible views
of the surrounding mountains as well

as the ocean. The hike was fairly steep

but we booked it up and down, allowing

us to turn the hike into a two hour
affair. Following the hike we all made
our way to a small public beach on the

ocean to cool off. Only the brave Carter

Vincent and Brooks Allen entered the

water completely but they found the

temperature quite agreeable.

Later that night, we cooked cheese

steaks with peppers and onions that were
absolutely delicious— no Worcestershire

sauce was spared. After we successfully

cleaned up that superb meal (it is worth
noting that the boys scarfed down their

full cheese steaks in less than five

minutes each), we organized a game
of mafia around the campfire. With
counselor Jake Hart playing the role of

"God," counselor Spencer "Peaches"
Ward and our very own Ben Scully

had a very successful reign as the mafia
before they were finally caught by the

wise townsmen of North Cunningham.
We simultaneously enjoyed Snickers

and marshmallows around the fire but
once the fire died down we all went to

bed, eager for the next day and the next

challenge: Bald Rock Mountain.

June 30th

We rose at around 8:00 AM partially

out of excitement and partially because

the kindly sun was shining particularly

bright so that we could sleep no longer.

The entire cabin proceeded to thoroughly

impress this trip leader by immediately
taking down the tents while the

counselors cooked breakfast so that we
could all get hiking as soon as possible.

For breakfast we chose to have bacon,

sausage, egg, and cheese sandwiches on
English muffins and they hit the spot, so

to speak.

As a result of the diligence of the

campers, once breakfast had been served

and subsequently consumed, we moved
out of the campsite very quickly, leaving

it even cleaner than it had been at the

time of our arrival the day before. It was
excellent to see all of the boys so into

the LNT or Leave No Trace wilderness

ethics that we promote but campers
Teddy Donohue and Campbell Bell were
particularly passionate, scouring the

campsite for loose trash for quite some
time.

From the campsite we made our way
to the trailhead for Bald Rock Mountain,
a peak of twelve hundred feet. Though
the hike was fairly steep for its entirety,

campers and counselors alike persevered

in high spirits and we ultimately made
it to the top. Here, the views were
astounding and one could see the sea

stretch out for an eternity - truly a

boundless blue. Aside from admiring
the view we also had snacks at the top

of the mountain which were very much
appreciated by the boys but especially by
Henry Bright and Cam Thompson who
were famished.

After conquering Bald Rock Mountain
we made PB&J sandwiches at the bottom
of the trail. I have never seen someone
eat a sandwich so quickly as I witnessed
Max Gilbert devour his PB&J but such
things happen whilst in nature. Once we
finished our sandwiches we headed back
for Camp Kieve, eager once again to be

with our friends and enjoy the comforts

of campus before setting out on the St.

Croix River in but three days!

Trey Zenker, HBC
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North Cunningham - St. Croix River

July 3rd
We woke at 5:15 a.m. at Camp Kieve

to cloudy skies. We quickly grabbed our

packs and equipment and loaded the

lot into our bus, driven by none other

than "The One." We departed at 6 a.m.

and after a quick stop at Walmart for

provisions we made it to the Croix put in

by 11:30 a.m. The favorite track played

on the car ride as decided by the crowd
was "Rich Girl" by Hall & Dates. After

a quick cold cuts lunch we loaded our

canoes to the brim with tents, coolers,

personal gear, and American flags which
topped every boat's bow and stern. Note:

It was Will Scott's 13th birthday today

and we celebrated with a gluten free cake

(you are welcome, Harry - love. Celeste)

made by our lovely Ritz girl. Celeste.

After cake we set off for Birch Island, a

journey, that despite headwinds, we made
in 1.5 hours. It was absolutely stunning

on the lake and Maine's supreme beauty

impressed all parties.

By 4 p.m. the camp was entirely

set up and the boys set out to collect

wood. Later we all swam and the water

was a fine temperature. We proceeded
to prepare dinner and enjoy three act

dinner skits prepared by all tent groups.

Ben Scully, Max Gilbert, and Harry
Saridakis were particularly good actors.

We served cheese steaks by 7:30 p.m.
- they were received with great joy. We
ended the night sitting around the fire

and swapping stories. We went to bed
early as we were eager for tomorrow.

Trey Zenker, HBC, NC
July 4th

We all woke up at a fairly normal
time of 8:30 and by the time we were
all revved up and ready to go it was
10:30 a.m. The kids had taken it upon
themselves to take down the site, which
was an incredibly welcome start to the

trip. The counselors made luxurious

sausage, egg, and cheeses for those who
could eat them. After breakfast we set out

on the first long day of our trip.

We paddled about five hours total,

making one stop for a quick snack of

animal crackers. We arrived at our
campsite. The Narrows, but were
nowhere near impressed so we left

in search of what turned out to be a

drastically better site. We arrived at

our new home, Todd's Island, around 4

p.m. and immediately set to work. Ben
Scully and Alex Maruszewski worked
particularly hard at taking down and
rebuilding our campsites. We did some
dinner skits about John (our resident

JK counselor) and what his experiences

with }K would be like. Afterwards, we
built a very strong fire and proceeded to

make cheeseburgers.

It began to rain, but thanks to our

campsite's heavy population of trees, we
were untouched for the most part. As the

sun set and the night began, we busted

out the marshmallows to celebrate the

4th of July. We went to bed fairly early

since we had to get up at 5 a.m. the next

day so we could transition from lake

paddling to the St. Croix. Peaches, JC
July 5th

We awoke at 2:47 a.m. to the wind
howling and the rain pouring. The
rain fly on the council tent was soaked
through and small amounts of water were
gathering in the tent. The tent buckling

under the strength of the increasing wind
concerned us. The tent pressed all the

way up to our waists and our sleeping

bags were soaking. We agreed that there

was nothing we could do at this point

and went back to sleep. Unbeknownst to

us, Hurricane Arthur was blowing and
our scheduled 5 a.m. departure would
be impossible. We decided to spend the

morning waiting out the storm, knowing
that at some point we would be able to

continue on our journey.

One major highlight was Trey's

incredible pump up speech to the boys
and shortly thereafter we were able to

move about and cook some food. The
fire came in handy to help warm us as

we were all soaked to say the least. After

dinner, exhausted from a day of high

stress, everyone in the group pulled their

damp sleeping bags out of their dry bags

and posted up for the night, most groups
spooning to build enough warmth to be

comfortable. We had spent the entire

day surviving and at the end of the day,

everyone fell asleep with thoughts of

triumph over nature in their heads.

Jake Hart. JC, NC
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July 6th

We rose at 5 a.m. to clear skies and set

off for the St. Croix River. We had a lot

of ground to make up due to Hurricane

Arthur and so we booked it to the dam,
paddling the 3.5 miles in 1.5 hours. On
the water we enjoyed cinnamon sugar

pop tarts which Sebastian Frankel now
sees as his favorite flavor. At the portage

trail in a town called Vanceboro, famous
only for its border crossing into Canada,
we met many very kind Mainers who
were deeply concerned/interested in

our night out in the hurricane. They all

said that never before had they seen such
rough conditions thus we were even more
grateful to have weathered the storm.

It took us about 2 hours to have lunch
and to portage the dam. Jake and I carried

a few canoes and the boys carried the

rest. Shooting the rapids immediately
following the dam proved to be a thrill

but Brooks and his canoe flipped. After

the initial dam and rapids we paddled
quickly so as to make up for the lost time

and hit many fun and exciting rips before

ultimately hitting Little Falls, which,
with the water higher than it had been
in years, was far from little. Though we
took on water, Max and I did not flip, nor

did the other council boats, however two
of the boats did.

What followed next came best be
described as organized chaos: throw
ropes were thrown, group gear rescued,

canoes T-rescued, and I was able to go

down large rips by myself and save a

canoe that we had flipped and expected
to be lost forever. Thankfully, our lost

canoe count did not rise to two for

Peaches and I rescued the canoe from an
island downstream.
Once we successfully regrouped, we

made it to a beautiful two piece campsite,

making the sleeping areas much less

cramped than normal. For dinner, we ate

chili with bread and coca-colas which
were much appreciated after our tough
time. Though we did not completely
make up our lost ground, we did a great

job and made up about 7/8ths. After

cleaning up, we went to bed early, as

we needed to sleep for another long day
ahead.

Trey Zenker, HBC, NC

July 7th

We woke up at the reasonable hour of

9 a.m. today and started a leisurely site

cleanup. We rolled out of camp around
10 a.m. and set out to complete our game
of catch up after our fateful day on the

island. We immediately hit some rips

and, combined with fantastic weather,

set out on what would be the ideal day
to paddle. After an hour or two of rips,

we stopped for a snack of rice krispies

then began the anticipation for our next

rapid, The Canoe Ledges. We arrived,

fearful of the incredible loudness of the

rapid, however we found our courage
and began what would soon be called

"the most over-hyped part of the trip."

The ledges were actually one ledge that

was about a one-foot vertical drop.

After the ledge, we moved on to the

most relaxed part of the trip. We came
out of the rips and began wide river

paddling, which is difficult since the

river loses all semblance of current and
effectively becomes dead water. It was
actually a fairly windy day which made
the slow paddling very monotonous due
to the heavy amount of correcting the

sternsmen had to deal with. After a few
hours of easy paddling we came to a few
more rips, then our campsite. Egg Point.

It was a fairly cramped space however
we managed to make it comfortable

through our celebratory final meal of

tomato soup, pasta, and rice. We had
marshmallows and went to bed excited

for our final day. Peaches, JC, NC
July 8th

Today we awoke around 9 and took

down our site at a relaxed pace. We
eventually set out and made the short

paddle to the Grand Falls hydroelectrical

dam where we waited to be picked up by
"The One." While waiting, the campers
played games and laughed and, upon
the sight of the orange Kieve mini bus
— cries of pure joy were heard from all

campers. We had conquered the Croix,

celebrated the highs, and triumphed over

the lows that had made our journey so

memorable. It was a great feeling.

Peaches, JC, NC
Trey Zenker, HBC
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South Harris - Damariscotta Lake

June 27th

The boys of South Harris left the

waterfront around 10 in the morning
after a breakfast of bagels and chocolate

chip banana bread. The day was started

by some fishing in the Harriet House
cove. Although there was no luck, their

spirits stayed high as they a moved on
to explore the much discussed Blueberry

Island. The hype was much too big and
the island was deemed an immediate
disappointment as the island was quite

small and held not one ripe blueberry. But

they continued on further south down
the lake, finding more fishing spots and
great views. On the way back, we were
struck with some substantial headwinds,
especially for Lake Damariscotta. Finally

we made it to Cool Island, where the

boys set up camp and settled in for a late

lunch. After we headed across the cove

to Southover for some swimming and
fishing. As the afternoon grew older the

boys held a fire building competition and
learned how to slackline until dinner. Si

and I took a canoe out as the sun set and
we were blessed with good luck catching

ten fish. The boys enjoyed S'mores next

to the fire until an interesting set of ghost

stories ended the night.

June 28th

Because of Cool Island's proximity to

camp, we all heard the morning bells

from across the lake. We all met by the

picnic tables to create our breakfast

masterpieces: sausage, egg, and cheese

on bagels. After practicing good Leave No
Trace, we took our oars in hand for Windy
Island. The weather was exceptional and
the sun bright so we swam upon arrival,

happy to cool off. We then explored the

nooks of Deep Cove, where Si found
a huge bass. We then ventured back
out of the cove for a quick swim before

heading all the way back to Southover.

At Southover the boys swam, skipped
rocks, and learned to respect wildlife by
nursing a wet and injured dragonfly into

good health. Finally, a short paddle back
to camp ended our primer.

Fred Bower, HBC

South Harris - Baxter State Park
July 1st A Series of Unfortunate Events

We got off to an early start leaving

camp around 9:40 for Baxter State Park.

Everything was going smoothly. We had
some donuts at Dunkin's in Augusta,

we listened to some reggae beats from

DJ Kenyon, and we fueled up the

vans and had some soda and lunch in

Millinocket.

However, soon as we started the last

leg to our campsite, the 15 passenger van
refused to work. The transmission was
shot and we could not go much faster

than 15 mph or so. We called up Reid

who helped us find one of his friends who
had a son that lived in the area named
Jamie who came to help troubleshoot our

vehicle. He said it was broken but that

we could crawl up to our campsite. We
did just that and finally made it to Bear

Brook.

We set up camp, checked in with the

Roaring Brook rangers for the weather,

and then said goodbye to van as it was
towed away. After dinner of chicken-

bacon-burgers, the boys went to bed
early anticipating a big climb the next

day. The counselors stayed up to meet
the new van that Walter and Hackett

were shuttling up which finally arrived

at 1:30 AM. With bad weather on the way
and with bad luck we worried about the

success of our trip, but when Walter and
the van arrived, he showed us the sky,

illuminated with bright stars, making our

fears disappear for the night.

July 2nd The Baxter Blues
After a short night's sleep, the boys

of South Harris had a 4:15 wake up
call. We munched on pop tarts and
breakfast bars as we drove to ascend the

majestic Mount Katahdin. The weather
was questionable, cloudy and slightly

windy but we figured we would give it

a shot. We hiked at a good pace up to

Chimney Pond Campground where we
then went to investigate the safest way
up to the peak. The ranger recommended
the Saddle Trail given the conditions,

however, as we were just leaving for the

trail head, he asked how big our group
was. We were a group of 18. The limit on
the mountain is technically 12 per group,

however, this has not been enforced for
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years. He was immediately hesitant to let

us hike and, before we knew it, we were
being called down to the base to speak
with a more powerful ranger. This ranger

met us at the bottom and he gave us an
unnecessarily harsh punishment. He gave

our fantastic trip leader, Fred Bower, a

summons for violating rule 2.1 of Baxter

State Park, and we could no longer hike

as one group for the rest of our trip. The
boys were bumming about striking out at

Katahdin, so we took them to the natural

water slides to blow off some steam.

On our way back from the water slides,

it began to rain and thunder very hard.

A severe thunder storm was issued for

our area and we hunkered down in the

campsite with some delicious cheese

steaks and an early bedtime. Even given

the circumstances the boys were still in

high spirits and were still eager to get

another shot at the big Katahdin.

July 3rd Back in the Saddle
Because of our new restrictions, we had

to hike as two separate groups. Fred took

Si, Jackson, Paul, Dove, and Matt, while

Jack and Max took Donoho, Tyler, Sam,
Alex, Brooks, Zierden, Cam, Baratta, and
Zeke. After another 4:15 wake up, Fred's

group went back to Katahdin for another

go. Jack and Max went to Mount OJI. On
Katahdin, the group flew up to Chimney
Pond Campground, breezed up the

Saddle Trail, and up to the top. At the top

the clouds were fluffy and we watched
them roll over the sharp summit. Just

in time, every cloud on the mountain
disappeared, giving us a not only a

beautiful view but a good opportunity to

hike the Knife Edge trail. We started the

trail which follows the very thin ridge

from Baxter Peak to Pamola Peak. The
boys were moving a bit slower because
any error could result in a dangerous fall.

However, they made out just fine and
then took their time going back down
Helon Taylor Trail to the bottom.

The other group was hiking OJI. The
found the trail deceiving, starting out

flat but suddenly getting very steep for

the last mile. After reaching the top, the

boys ate lunch before quickly making
the hike down to the van. After meeting
back at the campsite. Max took a few to

buy some firewood at Roaring Brook. But

as soon as they left, the rain started up
again and the thunder as well. But at this

point we were over the bad luck so we
ignored the rumbles and rain and enjoyed
bacon cheeseburgers with hot sauce from
Matt's collection. We warmed ourselves

up with some hot chocolate and then hit

the rack.

July 4th Independence Day
Today we finally slept in! Most were

up by 8 when we decided to wake up Jack

and Max with the most patriotic alarm
clock around. They sang the National

Anthem in unison until they rolled out of

their slumber and into our kitchen area.

We cooked up some double sausage, egg,

and cheese breakfast sandwiches while
it slowly stopped raining outside. It

became an alright day for hiking so we
packed up into our groups again and
headed off for some short but cool hikes.

The group with Fred decided to hike to

Little Abol Falls, a one-mile hike into a

waterfall with cold mountain water. The
boys swam in the "refreshing" water and
after we made some Andy Goldsworthy
inspired art out of maple leaves.

Meanwhile, the other group was
hiking toward Little and Big Niagara

Falls. There are big waterfalls that are

accessed from the Appalachian Trail.

They reportedly "snacked and hung out"

for a while until returning to campsite.

Once everyone was back at the campsite,

we started heating up some tomato soup
and grilling some bacon grilled cheeses.

They were incredible but the boys always

have room for more, so we then whipped
up a batch of M&M pancakes. They were
killer pancakes if I do say so myself so

the boys required seconds. But that was
not all! We then started boiling water

for some pasta and red sauce to top the

night off. After the third course everyone

seemed content so we called it a night

and retired to our tents. Although not

one of the most intense hiking days the

boys were upbeat and in good spirits.

July 5th

Oh, the Dreadful Wind and Rain
Another 4:15 wake up greeted the boys.

After getting out of our tents we realized

how terrible the weather was. It was in

the 40s, pouring, and tremendous rain

was knocking trees down left and right.
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We knew that Katahdin was not possible

for the other group today, but we really

wanted to hike it so Max took Tyler and
Sam to the ranger station to investigate

further. He confirmed our fears stating

that the trails were all flooded, the wind
was extremely dangerous, and he even
recommended that we forget hiking for

the day and "go see a movie in town."
Bummed out, they returned with the bad
news and we all went back in the tents

for a few extra hours sleep. Waking up at

8 we made oatmeal to warm us up. It was
so cold that many of the boys brought

their sleeping bags into the kitchen area

to stay warm.
We knew that climbing any mountains

today was not an option so we figured

we could lend a hand to the park. We
drove off to the ranger station to ask if

they needed help clearing any fallen

trees. (We knew that this was a problem
because we had to move a few trees just

to get to the station.) Although the ranger

was appreciative of our offer, he said

they had everything covered.

We returned to the campsite and
planned another hike. Before leaving

again we had some bagels and cream
cheese and Skittles. With Fred, the boys
packed up and headed for Katahdin Lake
Trail. It was a mild hike, with rolling

hills for three miles each way. The boys
cruised down to the lake in no time even
through a trail that was severely flooded.

At the lake the wind was scary and there

were white caps everywhere on the lake.

Jack and Max's group went to Little

Abol Falls. This crew had the same
conditions, essentially hiking through a

river on the way up. Back at the campsite,

we made Dank with kielbasa, bacon, and
breadcrumbs. After we had a cabin wide
tournament of Nal Jam, a variation of

Kan Jam that was invented on this trip.

The Strikers won the tournament and
received their prizes. As the tournament
ended the rain finally stopped and we
decided to have the first fire of the trip!

Finally, we roasted marshmallows and a

few boys even tried to dry their gear over

the fire. We cleaned up before going to

bed very early in anticipation of the next

day.

July 6th Sunrise Sunday
We woke up at 2 AM. The sky was still

speckled with bright stars and there was
a strong breeze even at our campsite. We
drove up to Roaring Brook Campground
where Jack and Max brought their crew
up South Turner, and where Fred took his

crew up Helon Taylor to tree line. Both
groups reached their locations before the

sunrise and we watched the sun make its

journey all the way up above the horizon.

It was a great moment and it showed the

cabin how lucky they were regardless of

our luck on this trip. We were all back
down before 6 AM and we then packed
up and left, bound for Damariscotta Lake.

There were a few stops on the way home
including Dunkin' Donuts and Five Guys
burgers. The trip ended rolling into Kieve

blasting the Ghostbusters theme song. It

was a good trip. Fred Bower, HBC

South Harrington - Damariscotta Lake
July 2nd

It was a fine sunny morning when we
set off. All the campers had packed their

bags, were covered in sunscreen, and
were very excited to spend the night at

Cool Island. Though the paddle from the

waterfront at Kieve to Cool Island is rather

small. Buck led the group in an abridged

version of a canoe clinic in order to teach

the campers how to steer and paddle a

canoe effectively. Immediately following

the canoe clinic, the cabin paddled over

to the Southover campsite that Kieve

owns for a short break, a delicious snack

of Rice Krispy Treats and a few rounds of

a game called Sniper, all of which were
well received by all. From Southover, we
continued on to. our campsite a couple

hundred yards down the lake and set

up tents while the counselors cooked a

wonderful lunch of grilled cheese with

bacon and tomato Soup.

After lunch, the campers had a little

bit of down time during which they read,

played Ninja, or explored the island

around them. Once all of the food had
been digested. Buck called the campers
together with a challenge: they were to

split into groups of two or three and build

a shelter somewhere on the island that

would be able to protect them from the

elements on a cold, rainy, Maine night.
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Daniel and Hamish excelled at this, and
built a shelter big enough for the two
of them to sit, that was entirely wind
and waterproof. For this, they happily

accepted their "Shelter from the Storm"

tripping qual.

As dinner time neared, the campers
began to gather firewood so that we
would be able to get rid of some of the

mosquitos and cook that night's dinner
- bacon cheeseburgers - over the fire on
a grill, all the while thunder rumbled in

the distance. It was a race against time

to get a fire lit before the rain started,

but alas, the cabin's efforts were in vain,

as a torrential downpour (with loads

of lightning and thunder right above

and on the island) virtually erased the

possibility of doing that. As such, once

the storm passed, the counselors made
the burgers on the stove, spiced them
to perfection, and loaded them up with
bacon and pepperjack cheese to give the

campers a bit of respite after the storm.

All enjoyed the burgers immensely.
When the rain had totally subsided,

the mosquitos came back in force,

driving many campers back into their

tents. A select few, however, elected to

try to light a fire (despite the wet wood).
After numerous attempts and frustrating

failures. Will, Nick, and Jack (with a

little bit of counselor guidance) managed
to get a real campfire going, even though
all of the wood had been soaked in

the storm. For their dedication and
incredible achievement of setting fire

to wet wood, the three of them earned
their "Firebender" tripping qual. After a

lengthy amount of time spent at the fire,

all retired to their tents to get some rest.

July 3rd
The next morning went as smoothly

as smooth can be. All woke up, took
down tents, and got ready to leave as the

counselors cooked breakfast sandwiches
on the stove. In order to determine the

order in which the campers got the

sandwiches (as they were served fresh

off of the frying pan), the different tent

groups put on skits to be judged by the

counselors. The astounding creativity of

these campers made the skits hilarious,

and all enjoyed the breakfast.

As we were preparing to leave.

Graham found a turtle that was drowning
because a mussel was holding on to its

arm, preventing it from swimming up
for air. He alerted to the counselors, and
Buck pried the mussel off and the turtle

was saved! Once we pushed off, having

cleaned and swept the campsite, the

group attempted to paddle southwards
to another island that is known for its

rope swing. Unfortunately, however, we
had gotten such a late start that we had
to turn around before arriving so that we
could return to camp on time and avoid

any more nasty weather. We paddled
back to Southover, where we had a

quick lunch of PB&J with honey, and
then hopped right back into the boats

and made for Kieve. In the end, it was
a very fun and successful trip; despite

the rain and thunder, all of the campers
constantly had enormous grins on their

faces the entire time.

Buck Auchincloss, HBC

South Harrington - Baxter State Park
July 7th - Drive to Baxter

The campers all woke up this morning,

excited to get out of camp and hit the

road to Baxter. After breakfast at camp
and a quick trip to the camp store to

pick up some last minute supplies,

South Harrington, along with another

counselor, Mike Orr, pulled out to begin

the long car ride to Baxter State Park.

Along the way, we stopped at a Wal-

Mart in Bangor so the kids could use

the bathroom, and then we proceeded to

make a quick lunch of ham and turkey

sandwiches with pepperjack cheese

in the parking lot. After appetites were
sated, we once again hit the road, and
continued our journey north towards
Millinocket, our next stop along the way.

Just before the gas station where we were
to fill up the tanks for the rest of the week,
we stumbled upon another Kieve cabin,

Maine Trails II (who had just finished the

hiking leg of their trip) in Millinocket.

We exchanged hellos, heard stories from
their trip, and then once again went on
our way. After filling up both cars, we
continued on into Baxter State Park,

passed through the entrance gate, and on
to our campsite: Bear Brook.

The skies began to drizzle as we pulled
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into Bear Brook, so we wasted no time in

setting up tents so that everything would
stay dry. After we had set everything up,

a ranger stopped by to check us in and
tell us that tomorrow would be the only

day without thunder that we would have
for the next week, so if we were to hike

Katahdin, the main staple of the trip, we
would need to do it then. And so, over a

delicious dinner of bacon cheeseburgers,

we resolved to do Katahdin as our first

hike of the trip. All went to bed early

in preparation for the big hike the next

day.

July 8th- Katahdin
This morning was an especially early

start, with everyone waking up at 4:15

for a quick breakfast of cereal bars and
pop-tarts, and then all piled into the car

for a quick drive over to the trailhead

of the Chimney Pond Trail. At that

point, because of new Baxter rules, we
split into two different hiking groups:

one with counselors Buck and Calum
to go up Cathedral Trail ftom Chimney
Pond, and the other with the other two
counselors, Mike and Henry, to go up
Saddle Trail, also from Chimney Pond.
The groups, once again due to the new
Baxter rules, started 45 minutes apart

from one another, with the first leaving

at 6:00 sharp, and the next at 6:45.

Group 1, consisting of Bo, Aidan,

Conner, Patrick, Philip, Will, and Jack,

took a leisurely approach to the hike

to Chimney Pond in preparation for

the difficult Cathedral Trail hike. On
the way, the group stopped a few times

for water and to marvel at the views,

especially upon seeing patches of snov/

still on Katahdin, something very out

of place for early July. Upon arriving at

Chimney Pond, the campers had a snack
of Nature Valley bars and utilized the

final outhouses of the trail, before once
again setting off to tackle the incredibly

steep Cathedral Trail. Hand over hand
climbing was necessary in some parts of

this difficult trail, but all scaled the rocks

and boulders with grace and ease. Jack
truly displayed his inner monkey, as he
scrambled up each rock so quickly that

he flew far ahead of the rest of the pack.

Philip was also determined to be at the

front of the group after remarking that

he was the last to finish when the group
had climbed Mt. Washington two years

earlier. As we climbed higher and higher,

the clouds began to lift, until we had a

brilliant view from Baxter Peak, exactly

one mile in elevation. The weather
would remain perfect for the entirety of

the trip.

Group 2 consisted of Andy, Arthur,

Liam, Daniel, Graham, Nick, and
Hamish. A 3.3 mile hike in led Group
2 to Chimney Pond where they relaxed,

got water, and paused for a few photos.

From there, the group began Saddle
Trail, a quote "moderate" trail of 2.4

miles. What began as an inclined trail in

the shade quickly became an open rock

face up a creek that had to be bouldered.

Andy and Graham looked like naturals

in particular. As we arrived to the false

summit, approximately half a mile from
the top, we refueled with rocket fuel,

much to the pleasure of both Arthur and
Nick. The next half mile was a struggle in

large part because of the 35 mph winds,

but Group 2 summited just minutes
after Group 1 arrived at the peak. The
whole group basked in their glory for

20-30 minutes and had a snack, before

the decision was made to turn back
and descend the mountain, both groups
via the Saddle Trail, once again in 45

minutes apart start times.

Once both groups had descended
Katahdin and the hike-in trail, we piled

into the van and with high spirits and
sore legs, headed back to the campsite.

Despite it being only about 3:45 when we
arrived back at Bear Brook, many of us,

campers and counselors alike, took naps,

exhausted from the day's hike. After a

few hours' recovery, the counselors, with
the help of Bo, made delicious, spicy

chicken burritos for dinner. The burritos

were exactly Vv^hat everyone needed after

such a tough hike, and every last bit of

food was consumed near instantaneously.

After dinner, the campers built a fire,

everyone played a few rounds of Mafia, a

fun campfire game, and all turned in for

bed, eager to rest up after Katahdin.

July 9th - Recovery and Waterslides

Everyone got a late start today.

Considering the effort we had put in

the day before, the counselors decided
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to let everyone recover a little bit. As
such, the counselors cooked a giant

serving of scrambled eggs with peppers,

cheese, spices, and butter for everyone

to replenish their energy. Then, two
hours later, they made grilled cheese

sandwiches with bacon and tomato
soup for lunch. The campers feasted all

morning in recovery, then we all piled

into the van once more to head to the

Ledge Falls natural waterslides. We
spent all afternoon at the waterslides,

where Hamish in particular seemed to

have a good time, though all thoroughly

enjoyed them. The water was running

rather high, so all of the slides were more
intense, and the landings were deeper so

as to create a bigger splash.

As the afternoon wore on, we decided
to head back to the campsite in order

to make dinner: individual pizzas for

everyone. Again, Bo helped out with the

cooking by slicing the pepperoni, as Buck
prepared each pizza in a makeshift oven
made from sticks, a frying pan, and a pot-

lid. After the first few tries, the technique

was perfected, and all enjoyed fresh, hot

pizza, a rarity in the backcountry. Though
dinner took a long time to prepare (each

pizza had to be prepared individually),

afterwards, Mike told scary stories as the

campers sat around a campfire, and all

went to bed in preparation for Mt. OJI in

the morning.

July 10th- Mt. OJI
Fully recovered from the hike up

Katahdin, the campers were itching to

climb another mountain. As such, we
pulled out of the campsite at 7:30 a.m.

and drove over to Mt. OJI, named for the

rockslides on the side of the mountain.

A difficult mountain, the campers were
more than up for the challenge, eager

to conquer yet another peak, especially

considering the new trail up OJI had
only opened two weeks previously. Once
again we split into two groups for hiking,

though this time the counselors switched
groups so as to be able to hike with all of

the campers. Group 1 left first, as before,

and then Group 2 left approximately 45

minutes later so as not to catch up with
one another.

Group 1, lovingly referred to as Team
Mellow, set out with counselors Mike

and Henry, water bottles filled, snacks
packed, and hopes high. A 2.7 mile hike

in led the Mellownators to a resting point,

where they first viewed OJI and feasted

on hearty Goldfish. Rejuvenated and
refreshed. Team Mellow began the last

mile and half trail which was riddled with
switchbacks and fallen trees, evidence of

a freshly groomed trail. Though it was a

struggle, all seven managed to reach the

summit, bouldering over a series of rocks

and neglecting their fear of heights. On
top of OJI we enjoyed a robust meal ofpep
'n cheese, a Kieve staple. Glory poured
over them with the memories of both
Mt. Katahdin and Mt. OJI fresh on their

minds. The trip to the base was filled

with conversations concerning fast food,

soft drinks, and pets, a testament to the

boys' desire for civilization. We arrived

at the base, devoured fig newtons, and
waited just twenty minutes for Group 2

to arrive.

Group 2 proved to be incredibly prudent
hikers on OJI, only stopping for breaks

a few times the entire way up. Arthur
and Andy led the pack, while everyone
else followed, tightly clustered as an
efficient and cohesive unit, motivating

one another to press on despite the steep

and difficult climb. Once we broke the

treeline, we discovered that we were still

half of a mile away from an apparently

disappointing summit back in the trees,

so we stopped for lunch at the tallest

rock we could find on the ridge that led

to the summit. Sticks of pepperoni and
string cheese were served to ravenous

campers, who eagerly gobbled up the

small but hearty and filling lunch. After

lunch, we practically flew down the

mountain, and headed to the waterslides

once again, where we bumped into Nat
Shenton and his Bank I cabin, whom we
were delighted to see.

Both cabins enjoyed the waterslides,

and after much horsing around and a

visit from an old Kieve friend Robby
Ford, we headed back to Bear Brook to

cook a dinner of imitation KFC Double
Downs, once again well received by all

as a great food to replenish energy from

the grueling hike up OJI. This time, the

campers, once again led by Bo, cooked
the entire dinner (under guidance from
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the counselors). After dinner, we all sat

around the campfire and talked, shared

stories, andbonded as a cabin. Happy with
the day's work and accomplishments, we
all went to bed, once again tired from the

day's hard hiking.

July 11th - Cabin Survivor

Due to scheduling issues with the

different cabins and tripping, we were
unable to do another hike today because

we had to wait at our campsite for Ben
Swanson, a counselor who had just

finished leading the Allagash 1 cabin

on their trip, to come relieve Mike Orr

so that he could drive down to the

White Mountains to attend his cabin's

trip. While we were waiting for Ben,

however, the counselors designed a cabin

competition modeled after the popular

show, Survivor. The campers were once
again split into their respective hiking

groups and set to various challenges

that the counselors had designed to be

(mostly) about wilderness tripping.

The first event was a water-pumping
relay race, which Group 1 handily won
due to fast running and steady pumping.
Group 2 won the second challenge, a 3

on 3 soccer game, played to 5 points;

the score was 5-0, mainly due to Nick's

stellar defense and Arthur's French
attack on Group 2. Group 2 again won
in the third challenge, a race to untie

an incredibly difficult knot that the

counselors had come up with. Each
group was then given three matches and
told to start a fire. Group 1 easily won
this challenge, needing only one match
to start a raging fire and bring a burning
stick to the counselors, while Group 2

was unable to start a fire despite lighting

all three matches. With the score tied up,

the campers were then told to go out into

the woods and build shelters big enough
for two people, using only things from
the forest floor and the techniques that

Buck had taught them on the primer.

Though both groups made incredible,

livable shelters, after much deliberation.

Group 2 was declared the winner of the

challenge and thus, the competition.

After Group 2 consumed its prize, a bag
of Swedish Fish, the counselors set about
cooking dinner, a giant pot of Dank: mac
n' cheese with chicken, bacon, salsa, and

practically any leftover ingredients that

the counselors deemed safely edible.

The campers eagerly ate the delicious

meal, along with seconds and thirds, but

struggled a bit to finish off the pot. Once
all was eaten and cleaned, everyone sat

around the campfire and made S'mores,

told more scary stories, and reflected on
the highlights of the trip. Everyone then

retired to their tents one last time before

we had to head back home to camp the

next morning.

July 12th - Back to Camp and Big G's

We awoke this morning sad at the

prospect of leaving the beauty of Baxter

State Park behind, but happy that we
were heading back to camp. We packed
up camp, had granola and powdered
milk for breakfast, did a few sweeps of

the campsite for any trash or forgotten

belongings and pulled out of Bear Brook
at around 10 a.m. The ride back was
slightly uneventful, stopping once for

gas, but then we stopped at Big G's, a

famous deli in Winslow, ME. Big G's is

famous for its enormous sandwiches, so

each camper was able to eat his fill on
a half sandwich (which was more than

enough for many of them, some of whom
couldn't even finish their meals. After

Big G's we piled back into the vans, and
left for camp. We stopped at Round Top
for some ice cream, and then pulled into

camp having finished our 6-day Baxter

State Park experience.

Buck Auchincloss, HBC

North Harris - Tumbledown Mountain
June 26th

We woke up on a rainy day at Camp
Kieve, but spirits were high as we
packed up the van and embarked on
our journey to Mt. Blue State Park and
Tumbledown Mountain. The plan was to

hike Mt. Blue in the afternoon, but the

late sleep-in at camp combined with a

couple of wrong turns on the drive out

meant that we arrived at our destination

too late to begin a hike. This worked out

in our favor, as the forecasted rain never
appeared and the boys were left with
an afternoon of fun at the campsite. It

all got started with a big game of sniper,

but we later took advantage of the large

field at our campsite and played both
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ultimate Frisbee and capture the flag.

All the while, Spencer Sapir practiced

his best pitches with our whiffle ball set.

Despite the overcast weather and cold

water, Finn, Javi, Emmet, Henry, Jack

Gallagher, Spencer, and Spence Robbins
all took a dip in Webb Lake before dinner.

Though the Baigorri twins have quite the

reputation as fire builders, we elected to

start the fire using a muffin-shaped ball

of sawdust and wax bought from the park

ranger. Both the Baigorris and Will Farley

tended to the fire over which we cooked
our dinner of bacon cheeseburgers and
some S'mores for dessert. After dinner,

the boys played a hide-and-seek-like

game known as ghosts in the graveyard

and as darkness settled over the campsite,

they retreated to their tents to rest up for

the next day's hike.

June 27th

Having the luxury of spending
consecutive nights at the same campsite,

we had a leisurely breakfast of bacon,

sausage, egg, and cheese sandwiches
before driving out to the base of

Tumbledown Mountain. Tumbledown
is unique in that it contains a lake just

below the summit that is great for both
fishing and swimming. I'm sure this was
a large motivator for the boys, as they

made the tough 2.5 mile climb in only

90 minutes! At the summit, we posed for

a cabin photo only to realize that Greg
had forgotten the camera. Fortunately,

Jack Wilmerding saved the day with
his own camera that now holds the

sole documentation of this great hike.

After peanut butter, honey, and jelly

sandwiches for lunch, the majority of

the cabin bravely went swimming in the

freezing cold lake.

Having such great hikers in our cabin

allowed us to return to our campsite in

time to attend a fly fishing clinic put on
by one of the park rangers. Will, Henry,

Julio, Spence, Jack Gallagher, and Jack

Wilmerding had a great time learning

about the Tenkara method of fly fishing.

Meanwhile, the guys back at the campsite
read, played cards, and eventually made
a roaring fire. For dinner. Warren cooked
up some amazing Philly cheese steaks

that even got the seal of approval from
Philadelphia's own Lucas Benedickson.

After dinner activities included more
games of sniper and ghosts in the

graveyard. Though most wouldn't admit
it, everyone was thoroughly tired out

from the day's work and slept soundly
through the night.

June 28th

Today began with a quick breakfast of

bagels and cream cheese followed by a

quicker move-out from our campsite. The
whole cabin impressed the counselors

with the speed at which they took down
their tents and policed the campsite for

trash. Leaving Mt. Blue State Park behind,
we arrived shortly at the Blueberry

Mountain Bible Camp, at the base of

the mountain for which it is named.
Expecting an easy hike for the final day
of our trip, we were all surprised to find

that the trail up was nearly vertical.

However, this didn't stop Finn and
Emmet, as they raced to the top in only

50 minutes. The rest of the group was
not far behind, and everybody received

a much-needed snack at the summit.
Though this hike was much shorter than

Tumbledown, everybody agreed that

it was much more difficult. Blueberry

Mountain proved especially challenging

for Drew, who took a little tumble on the

way down. This caused many to make
the remark that perhaps this mountain
should be called "Tumbledown". A stop

for lunch on the ride back to camp lifted

everyone's spirits, and North Harris

returned to Kieve feeling proud of their

hard work and primed to tackle the

Moose River. Greg Ferland, HBC

North Harris - Moose River

July 1st

The young men of North Harris left

camp at 6 a.m. this morning and rode

with Bob Linker up to the put-in at

Attean Pond in Jackman. We crushed

the paddle across the lake, arriving in

less than 2 hours at the famous Portage

Trail. This carry earns the title of Kieve 's

hardest portage due to the combination

of its length, the weight of the gear we
carry, and the relatively young age of the

campers. After a quick lunch of turkey

and pastrami sandwiches, we began

carrying our gear 1.2 miles over land to

Holeb Pond. First came the canoes, then
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the heavy wannigans filled with 7 full

days' worth of food. The cabin's first

round of Snickers helped us gain some
energy mid-portage.

By the time all was said and done, it

was 5 hours later and we had successfully

set up camp at the beautiful site on Holeb

Pond. Before the last leg of the portage,

Greg realized that he had forgotten an

important part of the stove at camp,
meaning we would have to cook over a

fire for the entire trip. Tonight, Warren
cooked up some amazing Philly cheese

steaks, and we fought off both sleep and
mosquitoes as we ate them. After a quick

cleanup, we all rolled into bed to finish

the most physically challenging day of

our trip.

July 2nd
The going was slow this morning

following the marathon day yesterday.

We built a fire for bacon, sausage, egg,

and cheese sandwiches and picked up
the carnage from our portage. We finally

packed up and left our campsite at 11

a.m. and wound up right in the middle
of Holeb Pond's fierce headwinds. The
boys crushed it though, and we made
the 4-mile paddle in headwinds in only

2 hours. The rest was easy floating down
the Moose River after finishing off the

last of our cold cuts for lunch.

We heard thunder early in the

afternoon, but thankfully we were close

to our campsite. Everyone raced to shore

to set up camp, and we had tents and
tarps set up in record time. Fortunately

for us, however, the storm quickly blew
through and we were left with a sunny
afternoon by the river. While Warren
fished with Will, Lucas and Javi, most
everyone else swam in the river. Jack

Wilmerding and Finn both had time

to crush some reading as well. Dinner
was double downs: chicken, bacon, and
ranch sandwiches with chicken patties

as buns. After dinner, we enjoyed some
serious chill time, just hanging out and
talking by the fire. As the sun went
down, we climbed into our tents and
fell asleep to the drone of the Moose's
famous mosquitoes.

July 3rd
The boys broke down camp quickly

this morning due to the threatening bugs

and rafted up on the river for a breakfast

of bagels and cream cheese. The paddle
was very leisurely, so naturally we started

splashing each other to keep entertained.

Snax was the ringleader of all mischief,

and when Drew splashed him too hard,

Snax attacked. This time Nate ended up
in the water, but eventually Snax got

Drew in the river as well. Jack Gallagher

and Julio's boat was flipped clean over as

Snax's evil rampage continued.

But before too long, we ended up at

the hard-to-spot Holeb Falls portage and
got to work. After what we dealt with

on the first day of the trip, the kids ate

this one up and we were done within

an hour. A lunch of rocket fuel awaited

everyone at the end of the portage trail.

As this was our final destination for the

day, we had the rest of the afternoon to

enjoy our wonderful campsite. Again
most everyone went swimming while

Warren, Will, Lucas, and Javi went
fishing. Spencer Sapir spent more time

than anyone else just floating down the

rapids, and Henry named this his favorite

part of the trip.

When the time came, we built a

roaring fire and the kids all jumped at

the chance to help with the cooking. In

the end, Javi and Will tended to the fire

while Drew and Jack Gallagher cut up
vegetables. Javi then cooked the bacon
and Spence Robbins stirred the pot filled

with pasta and cheese. The result was a

spin on the Kieve classic Dank: Spank.

This meal was brought to us by Warren
and is the cheesiest of pasta infused with
Spaghetti sauce. It was delicious, and all

ate their fill but could not finish all of

the marvelous food in front of us. During
the cooking we got our first taste of rain

on the trip as a shower blew over us for

about half an hour. After dinner. Will

and Javi got the fire started again and we
hung out for the rest of the night talking

by the fire. As is prone to happen when
things start to get boring. Drew, Henry,

and Jack Gallagher stepped up to keep
us entertained and earned themselves

Snickers bars in return. Thunder rumbled
off in the distance as we climbed into our

tents and multiple storms blew over us

for the first few hours of the night.
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July 4th

God bless America! We had our earhest

wake up of the entire trip—6:00—in

the midst of steady rain and terrible

mosquitoes. It took a little while to break

down camp, but we enjoyed a breakfast

of granola and powdered milk before we
left.

The first hit of the day was a small

rapid that had gotten the best of Snax
when he was a camper. Today, Julio

and Jack Gallagher were the river's

victims, but we quickly gathered up
their belongings and set off down the

river. At this point, mosquitoes began to

swarm us—the worst we'd seen yet on
the trip. The next two hours or so were
undoubtedly the hardest of the trip as

rain, cold, hunger, bugs, and the long

paddle yet ahead weakened everyone's

spirit. The one high during that time was
Spencer Rips, a rapid that is often too

rocky to run. Here, we were thankful for

the rain as the extra water allowed us to

avoid another portage.

About half an hour past Spencer Rips,

we rafted up for a snack and the mood
immediately changed. People began
talking again and before we knew it

we were at Attean Falls. Described by
Reid as "fun" in the trip notes, we had
high expectations—all of which were
met. Shortly afterwards, we plunged
into Attean Lake (again) and ate a long-

awaited lunch of PB&J, with honey of

course. All that was left for us to do
was paddle across the lake to our nice

beachside campsite. We arrived around
4:30 and immediately started looking for

firewood. Due to the day's rain, all the

wood we had was wet and we thought
there was no chance we could get a fire

going. In the end it took a team effort,

but we did get a blazing fire going and
had a late dinner of chicken burritos.

Skits were performed at dinner with the

theme of great moments in American
history, and the group of Jack Gallagher,

Will, and Julio won with their take on
the miracle on ice. After dinner, we were
lucky enough to witness a fireworks

show put on by some boaters across the

lake, a perfect end to a long day.

July 5th

Greg, Jack Gallagher, Emmet, and

Nate woke up early and climbed Sally

Mountain while the rest of the group had
a little extra sleep-in. The trail up was a

little longer and wetter than expected,

but we had beautiful views of Attean

Pond from the top. The others were only

beginning to wake as we returned to the

campsite, so we ended up getting a later

than usual start.

By 11:20 a.m. we were fighting strong

crosswinds across Attean Pond. Though
it was hard to keep a straight course,

we made it through unfazed. The real

fun began as we entered Wood Pond to

see giant white caps and forty to fifty

mile-per-hour winds staring us in the

face. Even the smallest of lake crossings

was nearly impossible as it took all of

our effort to simply avoid being blown
backwards. Snax's and Greg's boats

pulled off on a beach early on to bail

water, and in the mean time the rest of

the group was able to make it about fifty

yards ahead. Seeing the state of the lake

and the failure to advance of the boats, we
made the decision to stay on this beach
for the time being. When the last boat of

Lucas and Javi pulled up to shore, they

informed the group that the stove had
been swept away once and for all and
much rejoicing followed. After changing
into dry clothes and hunkering down in

our sleeping bags, we enjoyed a lunch
of tuna sandwiches and Milky Way for

dessert—a precursor to the now famous
"rocket tuna". This whole time, we had
been staying in front of a house that was
currently unoccupied, but in the early

afternoon the family returned. They must
have been shocked to see sixteen young
fellows set up on their lawn, but were
incredibly generous people and told us

we could camp there for the night should
the weather get worse. The winds, which
we learned were leftovers from Hurricane
Arthur, refused to die down and the final

decision was made to stay. There were
about eight young children staying at

the house and it wasn't long before they

invited us to play a game of Capture the

Flag. The rest of the afternoon was spent

reading and generally chilling out.

Dinner was a simple pasta alfredo.

and after many kids returned to their

reading or began to fall asleep. The big
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conversation topic of the night was
skiing, as we all shared our experiences

from East and West coast alike. Finally,

we watched the stars come out and went
to bed.

July 6th

Though we had negotiated a 10:00 a.m.

pickup with Mr. Bob Linker, we arrived

at the take-out point a frill hour early.

Good thing, because Bob showed up a

mere 15 minutes later. Without a stove,

we had to forgo our planned breakfast

of pancakes and instead munch on the

remaining snacks.

Just as we were pulling out, we were
met by none other than Frank Strasburger

!

He drove out to meet us because he was
sorry we never made it to his house and
because he couldn't let his ice cream
go to waste. The Klondike bars made a

fantastic breakfast as well.

Finally we departed from Attean

Landing—the exact same place where
we had begun our journey almost a

week prior. Following a short bus ride,

we moved into our new quarters at

the Adventure Bound rafting center in

bustling urban center that is Caratunk,

ME. After another snack attack, we set

about enjoying the facility's various

activities, including soccer, disc golf,

basketball, swimming, and, of course, the

movies. Julio and Greg each won games
of World Cup, while Warren dominated
basketball. It only helped a little that

he had about a foot on everyone else.

Finn was the first to go swimming and
spent the longest time in the pool, but

quickly joined Nate, Lucas, Emmett, Jack

Gallagher, Julio, and Henry in the hot

tub. Entertainment of the visual kind was
brought to us by the Bourne Ultimatum,
Avatar, I Am Legend, Spider-Man 2, and
Rush Hour. For dinner, we had some pizza

paired with mountains of french fries,

all provided by the Adventure Bound
staff. An ice cream sandwich topped the

meal off. With all the hard work put in

on the canoeing portion of the trip, the

boys deserved a late bedtime and went
to bed with visions of white water rafting

dancing through their heads.

July 7th

We woke up early this morning, packed
up the canoe trailer, and enjoyed a quick

breakfast of oatmeal to get pumped for

white water rafting on the Kennebec!
After a little safety debriefing where Jack
Wilmerding modeled the proper gear, we
got fitted for our wetsuits and boarded
the big maroon Adventure Bound bus.

Rafting guide Margy kept us entertained

with stories and riddles and we even got

a visit from Warren the horse. When we
reached the dam, the water was running
at 8500 cubic feet per second, up from
the usual 4800. This was due to the

combination ofthe recent rain and the fact

that today was a traditional big release

day at the dam. The hits came early with
class IV rapids like Big Mama, House
Wave, and Foam Pit. We also enjoyed the

smaller "Swimmer's Rapid" that most
navigated as the name suggests. The time
flew by and before we knew it we were
beside the river cooking up the famous
lunch. Choices were steak, chicken, fish,

or veggie burger cooked up by our guides

with rice and fruit on the side and a fresh

cookie for dessert. Most went with steak,

though Snax regrettably chose chicken
and Jack Wilmerding proudly chose
veggie burger. After lunch, they brought
out the "duckies", inflatable kayaks

manned by one or two people. Jack and
Jack, Spencer and Drew, Julio and Henry,

and Greg and Warren all took turns in

these little boats and had a blast.

We were sad to see the rafting trip end,

but when it did everyone agreed that

this was the best part of our time spent

away from camp. Bob Linker met us back
at the Adventure Bound lodge and we
left just in time to make it back to Kieve

for dinner. We returned triumphantly to

camp, and all but Nat Shenton welcomed
us back with open arms.

Greg Ferland, HBC

Bank 1- Bigelow Primer Trip

June 30th

We woke up to a delicious breakfast at

Pasquaney of scrambled eggs and bacon.

Soon we were on the road to our campsite

at Round Barn on Flagstaff Lake. Quentin
Abramo, Nick Picchione, and Will

Magargee were hunting for "Mainers" the

entire drive up. After a couple of spots

and a couple of hours listening to 92.3

the Moose, we arrived to our camp, to a
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lunch of cold cuts of ham and pastrami.

We then moved into our campsite right

on the water with a beautiful view. We
hung on the water for the rest of the day
until dinner. Ludo Viani and Nick Ruber
helped cook the delicious cheese steaks

with sauteed veggies and bacon. We also

enjoyed at fire made by Andrew Lee and
Chris Yates. After dinner we went for a

night swim to a nearby island. After that

the bugs got so bad, everyone went to

sleep ready for the big hike up Bigelow
the next day.

July 1st

6:00 a.m. wake up for the boys. We
quickly made bacon egg and cheeses

and hit the trail for the 8.8 mile hike up
Mt. Bigelow. For the first 2.5 miles, we
moved very quickly up the trail with the

group staying together. We took a break

after this where we had peanut butter

crackers as a snack.

From there the hike got extremely

steep with Henry Scott and James
Pokorny leading the charge to the top.

We stopped as a group at the top of a cliff

for a quick break before the final charge

to summit. The top of the mountain
was nice and breezy. There was a 360-

degree view for the surrounding area. We
enjoyed pepperoni and cheese for lunch,

and everyone loved it. After lunch we
snapped a quick group photo and started

down the mountain. About halfway
down we stopped for Snickers and for a

water bottle refill.

When we reached the bottom everyone
went straight for the water and went
swimming until dinner. We had barbeque
chicken and teriyaki rice for dinner. Chris

Yates and Bass Turner helped build the

fire for the chicken. One of our counselors
Paul unfortunately burned his hand and
had to make a quick hospital run. The
boys enjoyed S'mores before heading to

bed after the very long day.

July 2nd
We woke a little later and had breakfast

burritos for breakfast. After breakfast we
quickly packed up the van and headed
to Smalls Falls. After an hour drive we
arrived at the four series waterfall. The
boys enjoyed looking at the falls before

finding a swimming hole at the bottom of

the falls. There was a small jumping rock

at the bottom where almost every jumped
off including Charlie Cowen-Breen and
Jack Benedickson. We then hopped back
in the van and headed to camp with a

quick stop at Big G's in Waterville on the

way. Overall it was a very successful trip

to Bigelow. Nat Shenton, HBC

Bank 1 - Baxter State Park & East

Branch Penobscot River

July 8th

We woke up early at 6:00 a.m. excited

to begin our trip. We ate dinner at

Pasquaney and then headed up north to

meet Bank 2. After a couple of detours

including dropping a canoe off to LVl,

we reached our destination. Grand Lake
Matagamon, where we received our van
and mini van. There we ate lunch of cold

cuts before continuing into Baxter State

Park. We reached our sweet campsite

at Nesowadnehunk Campground, and
promptly went to the natural waterslides.

All the boys loved the slides, which were
running very high. We returned to our

campsite for a dinner of cheesesteaks.

The boys ate dinner and sat around the

campfire until bedtime.

July 9th

The boys had another morning
to prepare for a hike up Doubletop
Mountain. Before setting out, a breakfast

of bacon egg and cheeses were made.
Since the rules of Baxter had changed,

the group was split into two. The first

group of Paul, Jack, James, Henry,

Quentin, and Andrew left 45 minutes
early to allow for the spacing. The rest of

the group left later. We made great timing

up the mountain only to be amazed by
the incredible view of Katahdin and also

of the Allagash. At the summit we had
pepperoni and cheese, though the big

group forgot the pepperoni. The boys
practically ran down the mountain. By
2:00 both groups were down, and then

proceeded for a much needed trip to

the water slides. We again returned for

dinner where we had fajitas. The boys
started a massive game of camouflage
for the rest of night until it was bedtime.

Everyone loved watching Nick Huber
play the game.

July 10th

We slept in today which everyone
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was happy to do. After some breakfast

burritos we drove down to Big and Little

Niagara Falls. We again split into two
different groups. The two groups met up
at Big Niagara for a lunch of PB&J. We
tried to go swimming at Big but the water

was way too high so instead we went at

Little which was still sweet. After playing

at the falls, which Nick Picchione and
Will loved, we proceeded to head back

to camp. We did make one final stop at

the water slides on the way back where
we saw South Harrington. For dinner

we made DANK, and the boys played

another massive game of camouflage.

We also saw a female moose and her two
calves in the field across the road.

July 11th

Resupply day! After a breakfast of

oatmeal we all hopped in the van and
drove down to Grand Lake Matagamon
to get our canoes and resupply. We met
Allagash 1 with our canoes and unpacked
from our resupply. Charlie also met
us at the resupply, too! The boys were
extremely excited to get on the water.

We had a lunch of cold cuts and then

headed down the lake. The boys had
to figure out to steer the canoe on that

short paddle. We paddled for about 30
minutes until we reached the dam where
we portaged around it. Our first portage

went very smoothly. After a snack, we set

off down the river to Matagamon General
Store and Campground where we hung
out for the rest of the day. After hanging
next to the river for a couple of hours, we
made a delicious dinner of chicken bacon
ranches. We went to bed early because
the next few days were pretty big.

July 12th

We woke up very early today because of

the three portages. After a short breakfast

of bacon, egg and cheese, we started

down the river. After about an hour's

paddle we reached Stair Falls, our first

rapid. Almost everyone shot the rapid

perfectly; except Hayes and Nick Huber's

boat which hit a rock at the end. We then
reached our first portage at Haskell Rock.

We brought all our things around; the

boys seemed to get the hang of portaging.

After that we put in and started down
the rapid right after the river. Charlie and
Andrew's boat flipped and pinned on a

rock after Hayes and Nick's boat hit it.

They also got tossed out of their boat.

The boys quickly picked up all the gear

and Nat and Paul went to go unpin the

canoe. After about 20 minutes of hard
work, the canoe was freed, and floated

down the river.

The group got back together with a

snack and continued down the river to

the next set which Paul sterned for the

two boats that flipped. We reached the

Pond Pitch portage very shortly, where we
had lunch. We then carried everything to

the other side to just below the waterfall.

After Pond Pitch we had an uneventful

paddle down to the Grand Pitch portage

where we just took the canoes over to

the other side, and camped at the top of

the trail. We set up camp and hung out

until dinner. After a hearty meal of pesto

chicken bacon alfredo, we all went to

bed from exhaustion.

July 13th

A 5:45 wake up! We quickly ate

bagels and cream cheese and finished

the portage. After carrying the gear over

we loaded the canoes to paddle to our
longest portage, the Hulling Machine.
We reached the portage trail after a short

paddle where the boys quickly started

carrying the canoes over. They all crushed
the portage, finishing it by 9:30. We put
all the gear in the canoes and continued
down the river.

Shortly we reached Bowlin Falls, that

everyone flew down without issues. Bass

and Paul's boat had a massive hit at the

big wave. We then continued down the

river for the rest of the day thru the swift

then dead water until Whetstone Rapids.

We had pepperoni and cheese on the

river. We reached Whetstone around
4:00 and decided to run it and stay at

field at the bottom. There we had Dank
for dinner under the trap that Yates and
Quentin set up. The boys all went to bed
right after that from the extremely tiring

day and from the fact it was raining.

July 14th

We woke up to clearing skies ready
for the longest paddle of the trip. After

a breakfast of corned beef and hash, we
set out down the river to Grindstone.

We reached Grindstone at lunchtime
where we stopped for a while to have
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grilled cheese and tomato soup. It was
delicious. We then scouted the largest

rapids of the trip, and ran them. We
started down Grindstone which everyone
ran flawlessly. There was only a little

bit of water in everyone's boat. We then

proceeded from the rapids to Pine Grove,

our last campsite. We made it around
4:00, and the boys went for a swim before

a dinner of rice, chili, and excess amount
of bacon. The bugs forced us to bed early

unfortunately but not before a dessert of

marshmallows.

July 15th

The last day, we woke up and quickly

took down camp and had Pop Tarts for

breakfast. We then loaded up the canoes
and paddled for about an hour to our
take-out in Medway but not before one
final rapid, which was a ton of fun. We
made it to the take-out and waited for the

bus. When the bus arrived, we loaded
up the canoes and drove back to camp,
but we did stop at Five Guys on the way
back. All and all a very successful trip!

Nat Shenton, HBG

Bank II - Bigelow Mountain and
Baxter State Park & East Branch
Penobscot River

July 2nd
Bank Two started off their trip at 10

a.m. on the 2nd of July with a beautiful,

mild day. Upon arrival to the Bigelow
Mountain campsite. Round Barn, on
Flagstaff Lake we were greeted by Steve

the park ranger. Steve was thrilled to

have such a large group arriving and,

while taking us to our lakeside campsite,

taught the boys the names of the trees

around the campsite, as well as how to

identify them. The boys were quick to set

up camp, but looming thunderstorms on
the other side of the Bigelow range kept
us all from swimming that night.

July 3rd
The next morning, the boys of Bank

Two geared up early and we set out one
half mile down the road to the Bigelow
trailhead. The hike started up the

grueling Stafford Brook Trail. It followed
the roaring brook up to a large pine grove
scattered with enormous boulders which
the guys explored during rest breaks. Ice

from the previous winter was still deep

below the boulders, and the cold air

was a huge relief for the boys as the heat
and humidity climbed higher as the day
passed.

As the Stafford Brook Trail merged
with the Appalachian Trail, the group
turned west and headed up the very steep

ascent to Avery Peak. The first mile was
daunting in the humidity, but the boys
persevered up to the first overlook where
they were able to see the 4 false peaks
and the true peak sitting above treeline.

The view alone was enough to inspire a

final push to the top of Avery, where they
were greeted with 360 degrees of clear

skies and panoramic views. Lunch was
eaten at the top with a welcome breeze

cooling them off.

On the descent, it was clear that water
was our most precious resource that day.

The first two miles down were hiked out

non-stop to rush to our nearest stream.

There the boys were able to rehydrate

and cool off in preparation for the second
half of the descent. Upon arrival back to

the campsite, the guys dropped their

packs and walked straight into the lake

without stopping. It was a welcome relief

to the unseasonably warm Maine day.

That night, the guys joined a neighboring

Wavus cabin for S'mores and some social

time before some well-deserved rest.

July 4th

Friday was a travel day, and the

morning greeted the cabin with off-

shooting storms from Hurricane Arthur.

There was a steady downpour during

the entire drive from Bigelow to our

campsite in the north end of Baxter State

Park at Trout Brook. Upon arrival we
were greeted by an incredibly kind park

ranger, Jerry, who for the next few days

would check in twice a day and make
small talk with every one of us. He had
been a school teacher before becoming
a park ranger and was very fond of the

Leadership School as well as Kieve. He
recommended that, because of the rain,

we should avoid the steep mountain
trails to prevent heavy erosion and
instead hike the Howe Brook trail.

July 5th

Jerry's suggestion became a reality after

the rain continued through the night and
into the morning. After an early lunch of
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soup and grilled cheese, Bank II donned
raingear and set out to the Pogy Branch
Trail, hiking along the edge of South
Branch Pond and then walking along the

now roaring Howe Brook. Cold weather

kept the group from swimming and parts

of the trail were washed out from the 3

inches of rain in the last 24 hours but

they were rewarded at the top of their

hike with a towering 30 foot waterfall

at the top of the trail. Due to the Baxter

regulations, our group split into one
small and one large group. That day,

Jake Rockefeller took Jack Hall, Declan
McCarthy, Eli Mundy, Max Ludington
and Vittorio Niccoli up to the falls an
hour before the rest of the crew. They
graciously returned early to cook the rest

of the group a huge dinner of fried rice.

July 6th

Sunday was a tradeoff. The sun came
up to a cloudless sky, but with it came
hordes of black flies. Ranger Jerry told us

that morning that it was the worst hatch

he had seen in 25 years of working at

Baxter. The group ate a quick breakfast,

piled into the van and were on their way
to hike Black Cat, a 10-mile loop. The
small group that day was Wes Dixon,

Ksavek Danilowicz, Ben Joslin, Timmy
Thompson, and Christiaan Smith. Much
to the group's surprise, the black flies

were just as bad going up the mountain.
Despite the insects, the partly cloudy
weather kept the guys cool as they hiked
up the very steep ascent.

They were rewarded once again with
panoramic views at the top, including

an impressive view of the north side

of Katahdin and its Knife's Edge ridge.

Unfortunately, the day was breezeless

and the flies continued to pursue us

above tree line so the descent began
shortly after a quick lunch of pep and
cheese. Coming down was much more
difficult than going up, as the trail took a

very direct line down an extremely steep

face. Despite the slope, the boys came
out of the woods in great time and were
back to cook dinner after jumping off of

the brook's footbridge next to our site.

July 7th

Recovering from the bugs was much
more severe than we had anticipated,

and Ranger Jerry suggested on Monday

morning that the group take the morning
off, since the black flies were in full

force everywhere. In the afternoon, the

group drove two hours down the road
to the Ledge Falls picnic area to have a

less buggy lunch and some swimming on
the natural waterslides there. The water

was still high from the rains a few days
prior, so the waterfalls were especially

fast. Wes, Vitto and Timmy stayed in the

longest and even did the larger set below
the top waterfall. The end of that day
was wrapped up with a huge pot of tuna

pesto pasta, which was almost too much
for the entire group to finish!

July 8th

Finally, Tuesday brought the day to

break camp and meet Bank I and Reid
for a resupply and some canoes. Bank II

packed up and waited patiently for the

bus to arrive. When the window passed

for the vehicles to arrive, counselors

Ted and Jake drove to the Matagamon
Wilderness Store to call camp. They
bumped into Long Voyage I at the site,

only to find out that the hurricane had
taken a canoe and some gear from them,

which was why our resupply was late.

Luckily, they are all safe and unhurt, but

they warned us that the Long Voyage 2

group may be just as unlucky.

Upon returning to the resupply point,

the bus had arrived and the canoes were
delivered. The group had a quick paddle

across the south end of the Matagamon
Lake, where there was a short portage

around the open dam. Timmy Thompson
and Thomas Dixon were first to put

in, and misjudged the strength of an

upstream current on the side of the dam.
They were quickly pushed upstream
towards the dam where the canoe tipped,

dumping Timmy, Thomas, and a bit of

personal gear out of the boat. Luckily, the

boat stayed upright, and both boys were
safely swimming in an eddy. They got

out and the canoe gently drifted to shore.

After that incident, the group decided

to put in lower and the short mile of

calm water to the Wilderness store went
without incident.

The rest of the afternoon was spent

floating down the rapids next to the

campsite in their lifejackets. Christiaan

Smith, Ksavek Danilowicz, Ben Joslin
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and Max Ludington floated more than

anyone else and had a blast! As expected,

Long Voyage 2 arrived shortly after Bank
II and were in need of supplies, which
we were happy to share. It was decided

that Bank II would stay close to LV2 for

the remainder of the trip, in case supplies

were needed.

July 9th

Wednesday brought beautiful sunny
weather and Bank II was off early to

paddle down the river to our first set of

rapids, Stair Falls. The falls were running

a bit high because the dam was still open,

but the boys were ready for the challenge.

The first couple of boats ran the rapids

with a few bumps on rocks, but made it

through dry. Declan McCarthy and Dan
Schechter found themselves at an odd
angle on the last drop, and when the boat

hit a rock it was too much for the canoe,

which rolled. Both boys knew what to do
and held onto their boat, and they guided
it to safety. They were able to quickly

recover all of their gear.

The rest of the day brought two and a

half more portages around Haskell Rock,

Pond Pitch, and finally Grand Pitch,

where the group camped that night.

Timmy Thompson, Declan McCarthy,
and Vitto Niccoli all soloed canoes on
the portages but each camper carried

more than their share of gear, making
each portage fly by much quicker than

anticipated. Grand Pitch was very

impressive due to the high water and was
violently sending water over the pitch to

make quite an amazing sight. The boys
were able to have a relaxing night at the

campsite, where they shared S'mores
with their new allies in LV2.

July 10th

The next morning all of the gear was
taken to the end of the portage and a

quick mile was paddled to the boys'

longest portage of the trip, around the

infamous Hulling Machine. The boys
learned that Hulling Machine rapids

were named for the loggers that would
send timber down the violent rapids to

"hull" the logs, stripping them of bark
and branches. After a two and a half hour
portage through deep mud and steep

banks, the boys had a big lunch and set

back onto the river. While the last portage

was grueling, Bank II was rewarded with

a relaxing 18 more miles of flat river

paddling. The boys had a great time

swimming, drifting, and making their

"megaboat", attaching all of the canoes

together to drift down the river. Many
laughs were had that day as the megaboat
got stuck on sandbars and the shore a few
times. The highlight of the day for most
of the boys were spotting more than a

dozen Bald Eagles flying over the river,

to which they all chanted, "USA! USA!
USA!"
That day's paddle ended at the

beautiful Whetstone Falls campsite,

which overlooked the rapids and had a

wonderful gravel beach to hang out on.

Jack Hall was lucky enough to find a

dragonfly nymph that was about to molt
emerge from the river. It was fascinating!

It is also worth mentioning that Finn
McConaughy had taken up writing a

novel about Russia invading the US, and
taking over San Francisco. The book was
so good that the cabin would argue about

who got to read each new chapter first!

It was a hit!

July 11th

The boys of Bank II woke up the

next morning with the energy of a kid

on Christmas morning. Today was the

day that they were going to tackle their

largest set of rapids on the trip, the Kieve-

famous Grindstone. The enthusiasm
was tangible during the 11-mile paddle
to the campsite was for scouting the

rapids. Pulling into the campsite. Trip

Director Walter stopped by to say hi and
give advice (which was to ride the large

wave train in the center, and not take the

easy way out). Each canoe dominated
all three sections of the rapid and even
more impressive was the way the camper
boats (Christiaan and Finn, Wes and Eli,

Vitto and Ksavek, and Declan and Dan)
so professionally navigated the class III

rapids with ease. Despite a bit of bailing

(Wes and Eli counted 500 Nalgenes-

worth of water in theirs) all the boys
made it through without tipping and
were greeted with shouts of victory by
their peers. The day ended at Pine Grove
Campground with wood fired pizzas over

the campfire and a jar of Nutella topped
with M&Ms.
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July 12th

The last day was just a short paddle
to our pick-up point, where Bob Linker

very kindly drove us all to Big G's in

Waterville to get some well-deserved

giant sandwiches. The boys did an
amazing job overall, and made it a very

successful trip in the end!

Ted Watson, HBC

Allagash I - Allagash Waterway
June 29th - George Janvier

As we woke up for our long journey,

there was excitement in the air. After

a quick breakfast over a glorious

Pasquaney sunrise, we set off with the

One for our 5 hour trip north. After stops

at Wal-Mart and Dunkin Donuts (two

deathly important detours) we arrived at

Hannibal's Crossing, a random bridge in

the middle of nowhere, Maine. For lunch
we dined on cold cut sandwiches before

loading the boats and setting off on a

leisurely paddle down the West Branch
of the Penobscot River.

We arrived at Big Island in the early

afternoon. Once we set up camp we took

a swim in the river which proved to be
a nice refreshment after a long day of

travel. Around that time. Long Voyage I

arrived to camp across the river with us,

allowing for a teary reunion between the

Arnold brothers. After a quick chat with

CJ and his cabin, we started a roaring

fire and prepared for the upcoming
cheesesteaks, expertly cooked by George
Maguire, Jebb, and Matt. After dinner

we were taught a high-tech method of

cleaning and sanitizing our dishes. We
fell asleep with visions of Mud Pond
dancing in our heads.

June 30th - Max Arnold
As we woke up on our second and

hardest day we all felt a foreboding for

what lay ahead. A slow awakening and
leisurely packing led to some delicious

bacon, egg, and cheese breakfast

sandwiches prepared by Charlie. We set

forth, coasting along the swift current

of the West Branch of the Penobscot
and said our last goodbyes to LVI. In a

little under an hour we approached
Chesuncook Lake. With a few hard hours
of paddling we quickly approached our
lunch site. Unfortunately, we discovered

that we had a shortage of bread so with
quick improvisation skills, Ben got

the bowls and we chomped on some
PBJ "soup." Minutes after getting on
the water we found the entrance to the

infamous Mud Pond Portage—a quarter

mile of navigating our boats through
a marsh, ending with a short but hard
paddle against the current of an outlet

into Umbazooksus Lake. With Max and
Ben at the lead, we started our 1.5 mile
journey through the muddy trough of the

portage trail. Through the mud, sweat
and tears, all the campers made it with
a huge sigh of relief. I'm proud of all of

them.

July 1st - Jebb Vincent

Mud Pond. Ha! Call that a Sunday
stroll. Hopefully Chamberlain Lake is a

challenge because this trip has been a

piece of cake. I am only joking. Early in

the morning we pounded out part two
of our portage Indian Sprint style: with
the entire cabin hiking in a line, the front

two people would each carry a wannigan.
When they got tired, the wannigans
bumped back to the next people in line

and entire crew would take off again at

a breakneck pace. After we killed it on
this part two, we messed around with
the leeches in Mud Pond, then set off for

another day of paddling.

After a while (and one heart-pounding
paddle down an overflowing and racing

creek) we arrived at Gravel Beach for

an early lunch. The genius of Nolan
shone bright today with his invention

of PB&J haircuts. After the haircuts and
a Snickers bar we set off for some more
paddling. Somewhere along the shores of

Chamberlain we' passed Wavus coming
back from their resupply. Later we arrived

at the campsite and set up our tents, tarp

and went for a swim. Matt, Charlie, and
Thomas went for a "sail" and flipped

their boat. Ben has been writing letters

and everyone else has been asking to

start a fire. We're tired, but excited, for

tonight we feast on Dank.
Haiku:

Mud Pond is so great

Just kidding it's really hard
Glad it is complete

July 2nd - Nick Slimmon
We all woke up happy to know that
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we wouldn't be doing Mud Pond again.

On top of that, we were excited in

anticipation of the resupply we would
be receiving. After a breakfast of sweet

oatmeal, we headed out for our resupply,

which was a bit of a detour from the most
direct route up Chamberlain. A relatively

short paddle through headwinds brought

us to the boat landing of a ranger station.

We were not sure how we would pass the

extra hour we had before the resupply,

but to our relief Walter and Hackett

arrived 45 minutes early. With them they

brought a pickup truck of food, supplies,

fruit, cookies, and soda. We also got

letters that had been sent to us while we
were gone.

After saying goodbye, we paddled back
up the lake past our previous campsite.

The wind was light and we soon reached

Gravel Beach, a nice campsite. There we
found Allagash II taking a rest day after

completing Mud Pond the previous day.

After 20 minutes of catching up, we were
back on the water again. Strong winds
made our crossing of Chamberlain Lake
long and strenuous. According to Max
and Ben, this was possibly one of the

most dangerous parts of our trip because
a quick change in weather could separate

us or worse.

Once we reached the other side, we
changed our course, which allowed us

to sail for a little bit before we reached
our lunch site. We competed in a game
of categories to get seconds on cold cut

sandwiches, which were in high demand.
Another long paddle up the lake brought
us to our campsite at Ellis Brook, which
we initially overshot. In my opinion, the

dinner we had was our best so far. We
ate double bacon cheeseburgers and an
M&M cake for dessert, cooked by the

caring Ritz staff. After a makeshift pot

of tea cooked by Matthew, we headed to

bed, hoping to get a good night's sleep

before another long day on the lake.

July 3rd George Maguire
We woke up this morning with an

energetic breakfast of pop-tarts and
Nutrigrain bars. My boat partner and I

paddled along with the rest of the group
across Chamberlain Lake. It was very nice

because we had a nice tail wind; the spirit

of Wilt Chamberlain was looking kindly

upon us. When we finally got across, we
got to Lock Dam where we carried our

boats. When we put our boats back in the

water we hit some fast moving water on
a small river. Then we went on a smaller

lake, the brave and bold Eagle Lake.

Midway through the day we stopped

to check out the old logging trams rusting

away in the woods. They were huge and
provided a great venue for climbing and
snacking. We then paddled hard through

the rest of Eagle Lake as we had tail

winds again. Then we stopped at the

campsite that we were supposed to sleep

at but we were making great time so

instead we just pushed on. We packed up
and left to keep going and as we neared

our final site, we passed under a bridge

and did some jumping. Jebb was doing
some really cool flips and the rest of the

guys were acting out scenes from movies.

Right after that we left and saw three

moose! As we got close they ran away.

We then pushed forward to the

campsite, which we were staying at.

We are here at Scofield Point, and are

planning to take a rest day tomorrow.
The great thing about that is that it is

the FOURTH OF JULY TOMORROW!!!
MURRICA! Also we had a monkey farting

contest and it was so fun. That is all for

today, it has been great!

July 4th - Peter Knowlton
Today, on the birthday of our majestic

country, the now men of Allagash I took

a well deserved rest day. With little to

actually do on the small point in the

rain, many of us let our imagination take

control as we entered a separate world
of Dungeons and Dragons. It began with
the three: the trapper (Peter), the ninja

(Alden), and the chef (Janvier). Then as

time passed, our ranks grew. We met a

smooth-talking plumber (Swanson); a

steadfast warrior (Chris); an enchanted
archer (Maguire); a druid who was
overcoming a dark past of addiction

and crime (Nolan); and a Zen, Chuck-
Norris-like woodsman (Harmon). Our
first mission together was the always
popular bounty quest. After reaching

the cave and managing to distract the

cannibal by means of... actually let's not

go there... we managed to defeat him by
summoning a large sapling, courtesy of
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the druid, who had otherwise helped in

no way whatsoever. Our next quest was
to kill a chimera. Tension sprouted in our

group, and it was decided by the plumber
that the chef must face death as the

punishment for imaginary bullying and
fantastical harassment. After ruthlessly

looting his corpse we found that there

was no need to kill the Chimera. It had
already been killed by Bambi's mother,

whom the woodsman had spared from
our stomachs earlier. In a chest nearby,

a legendary frost-boomerang was found,

which was given to the trapper. This

concludes our adventures thus far. For

now, the men of Allagash I rest their

heads, ready to journey onto the Allagash

River tomorrow.

July 5th - Ian Fay
Shenton... That pretty much sums up

the weather today. We woke up chilled

to the bone and tired from the early start.

Fifty degrees and rainy is no way to start

our first day on the river. We paddled for

around an hour through the misty lake

through roaring winds. It took nearly all

our strength to fight through the vicious

headwinds. We stopped at Churchill

Dam and had a snack. We then loaded

our gear into the ranger's truck, enabling

us to conquer Chase Rapids without

risking our bags.

Sadly, the first wave proved to be too

much for Nolan and Alden and they both
went for a brief but "refreshing" swim in

the Allagash River. We met the ranger at

a washed out bridge where he returned

our gear for us. We took a nice leisurely

paddle down the rest of the river, until

right before Umsaskis Lake. We suddenly
faced off against tremendous headwinds
that pushed us upstream and toward
shore. The winds were so fast that it

took us a half an hour to go a quarter of a

mile! Upon arriving at the next available

campsite, Chisolm Brook, we decided to

cut our day short rather than continue to

battle the insane winds. We would later

be informed by a ranger that the winds
had gusted to over forty miles an hour
on the river, the dying cries of a passing

hurricane. After such a long and cold day,

most of us just crawled into our tents to

pass out and dry off for another big day
tomorrow.

July 6th -Matt Kellett

At the start of the day it all seemed
scary long, and very hard because we
had to make up for our shortened day
yesterday. We woke up early to get a

jump on the day around 5:00. In the end
it only took us an hour to catch up on
yesterday, so we were making amazing
time but still had a lot to do.

Once we started on our originally

scheduled plan for today, we kept making
great time and made it to the river and
off Umsaskis and Long Lakes which felt

amazing and relaxing. On the river we got

to do some gash paddling and it was so

nice I almost fell asleep. Once we got to

our scheduled campsite, we stopped for

a lunch break with the famous pepperoni
and cheese.

After lunch we decided to push on
because it was still so early in the day
and we were going so fast. Once we made
it to the campsite, we learned it was too

small and had to back-paddle to another

one on Round Pond. After arriving at

our final destination we all took naps
and played cards before cooking a messy
pizza dinner. Because there was so much
pizza sauce left over, we had to play a

game to eat all the rest. Shortly into the

game (which was going horribly and we
had trouble getting the hang of it) we all

decided that the bugs were getting too

bad so we all just lined up and pounded
pizza sauce without the game. As we
were all stuffed and sick of pizza sauce

we cleaned up and made our way to bed
where no one took long to fall asleep.

July 7th - Charlie Hollington

We woke up this morning a little

later than we had in the past few days

because of the fact that we had made
so much progress the day before. After

we got up we took down our tents and
the rain tarp—we're getting really good
at packing up camp. We then had a

breakfast of oatmeal and paddled across

Round Pond to the tower trail campsite

to hike the trail up to the fire tower. We
then took turns climbing up the fire tower

to take in the view. While I was going up
the wind blew, making the fire tower

sway with the trees which was a fun but

slightly scary experience. After we had
all climbed the fire tower, we hiked back
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down the trail, grabbed snacks, then got

back in our canoes to paddle across the

pond and back onto the river.

During most of the river paddling we
Gash paddled, turning the boats around
and allowing the sternman to take a nap
while the bowman guides the canoe
gondolier-style. We kept that up until

our campsite, Pelletier's Deadwater
North, where we set up camp and had
an awesomely cheesy dinner of bacon
Alfredo before turning in for the night.

July 8th - Thomas Falezan
After waking up on a late morning, the

counselors handed us some cheesy bagels

for breakfast. Despite the counselors'

best attempts at a slow start to the day,

in minutes the excited campers had the

boats loaded and ready to go. We paddled
a few hours and, after a brief stop at

the Michaud Farm ranger station, we
finally reached Allagash Falls. Now Mud
Pond veterans, we quickly crushed this

much easier portage (in under twenty
minutes!), with several campers soloing

their canoes the entire way. Realizing

we'd already finished our entire day's

paddle before the Wavus cabin ahead of

us had even started paddling, we spend
the next hour and a half playing in the

rapids and jumping off a tall rock into

the water. After this nice break we started

paddling, with a short holdup due to one
canoe that decided to leave before all the

passengers were aboard.

When we arrived at camp for the night,

McKeen Brook, Max, Ben, and Nolan
made some fantastic PB&J sandwiches.
After lunch a team of six campers went
off looking for a spring-fed brook for

some nice, ice cold water. After about
fifteen minutes surviving the deep forest,

we arrived at the brook. We filled up the

gravity filter and countless water bottles,

then returned to the campsite. We played
in the brook and the rippling Allagash for

a few hours—an activity that was broken
up by a quick game of snack attack. For
dinner everyone made their own custom
crunch wrap. Finally, after a few scary

stories and lots of laughing around the

fire, we headed to the tents to sleep.

July 9th - Alden Blue
This morning we woke up and packed

up our tents super fast. They said they

appreciated our enthusiasm, but we'd
paddled so far the day before that we
only had a short paddle for the day. Our
speedy packing had simply freed up more
time to Gash paddle. After a few short

hours of "good, hard Gash paddling," we
arrived at our campsite, Evelyn's Field.

It was next to a somewhat busy road in

Allagash Village but overall was an open
and nice campsite.

The day was very windy, turning our
efforts at setting up a rain tarp into more
of an exercise in kite flying. After relaxing

lunch in the shade of the campsite's

lone tree, we napped and relaxed. Nice
and rested, the cabin enjoyed America's

pastime with a rousing game of stickball

that ended with a very controversial

"Kieve Tie." It was at this point that the

Dungeons and Dragons game turned into

high gear, with the newly-elected Mayor/
Supreme Leader Swanson calling for the

imaginary public execution of Nolan's

infamous druid (for acts of sedition, of

course), resulting in a great schism in

the bold party of fantastical adventurers.

The cabin fell asleep tired, satisfied, and
plotting vengeance.

July 10th - Chris Wolferth

We started today with a very

productive morning. Our tent was the

first awake, and when we started to pack
up the tent, all the other tents started

to go down. After that we flipped and
loaded our canoes. Then we set up our

stove and got ready to boil water. Then
the counselors awoke. Vocally amazed
by our "gumption," they congratulated

us and proceeded to get breakfast started.

After a short but aggressive fight with the

stove, water was'boiling and we chowed
down on a delicious breakfast of oatmeal.

It was at this point that the counselors

revealed to us that our day of paddling

was very short and that our morning
productivity would just mean we'd have

to take our sweet time on the river.

With that in mind, we finished eating,

climbed in our canoes, and promptly gash
paddled for the entire day. After a few
sets of exciting and unexpected rapids,

we arrived at Pelletier's Campground

—

our final destination. Overwhelmed with

elation, we made lunch, and then spent

the afternoon playing cards and building
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political alliances in D&D.
At long last the One arrived in the

proverbial orange bus filled with mail,

care packages, and an enormous stack of

pizzas. After a feast of epic proportions,

we spent a few hours hanging around

the fire, then slowly retired to our tents,

satisfied by an awesome trip.

July 11th

The rising sun woke to the proud men
of Allagash I already up and at it, loading

boats onto the canoe trailer and breaking

down camp. With no mission save the

sole goal to get on a bus and return to

camp, these brave souls climbed aboard

Perseverance and promptly passed out.

Save for a daring attempted trailer escape

by one of the canoes and an utterly epic

lunch stop at Happy China Buffet, the

return bus ride was one of calm relaxation

filled with the One's incredible stories.

After thirteen long days in the woods,
the men of Allagash I returned to camp
tired, dirty, and full of pride for what
they had accomplished.

Ben Swanson, HBC

Allagash II - Allagash Waterway
June 30th - Big Island

It was an early morning today as usual

when leaving for trip, waking up at 5 AM.
We promptly packed up our remaining

gear and loaded up our canoe trailer with
our river duffels and food wannigans,
and were on our way to Hannibal's

Crossing with The One blasting AC/DC
and Metallica the whole way. After two
quick coffee and gear stops, and about
an hour or so on the northern Maine
logging roads, we arrived at Hannibal's

Crossing and the beginning of our trip

in the woods. With the boys more eager

than ever we quickly loaded up our boats

and began our 2-week journey down the

river.

The sun and current at our backs
propelled us down the river towards
our first campsite of the trip. 8 miles

later we arrived at Big Island only to

find it was occupied by another group,

so we stayed slightly upstream at the

campsite across from Big Island called

Ouellette's. We tubbed in the river next
to our campsite and made a fire to dry
off next to. For dinner we made double

bacon cheeseburgers as is tradition, and
retreated into our tents to escape the

horde of black flies, and to rest up for

Mud Pond tomorrow.

July 1st - Mud Pond and Gravel Beach
As a group, the men of Allagash

II decided that instead of doing the

treacherous 1.8 mile stretch of fallen

trees and mud named the Mud Pond
portage, in the scheduled two days, that

we would do it in one day and attempt

to make it to Gravel Beach on the second
night. With a relatively early start to the

day, we had a quick granola and milk
breakfast and ended up on the river at

about 7:45.

With around 10 miles of lake paddling
ahead of us, we cranked our way up north

with a slight detour up a small stream,

and ended up at the Mud Pond portage

around 3 PM ready to go. The men rested

up with a lunch of pep and cheese and
mentally prepared for the huge task

ahead of us. We paired up and started

cranking out the portaging. The first boat

finished the portage in half an hour, and
started trekking back to the beginning to

start on wannigans. After losing half of

our shoes, we made it to the end of the

portage, dehydrated, exhausted, muddy,
and in great spirits having crushed the

infamous portage in around 4.5 hours.

Accompanied by an unbelievable

sunset, we made our way to Gravel Beach
as the sun went down over the horizon.

We all jumped in the water yelling in

excitement, and tossed around the Dr.

Bronners soap to clean the mud off of

ourselves. We made a round of chicken,

bacon, and ranch sandwiches in the dark

and began setting up camp for the night.

Everyone will rest well tonight, knowing
we have nothing to do but recover from
our twelve-hour odyssey today, and relax

with the cabin tomorrow.

July 2nd - Gravel Beach
Because of our epic day yesterday we

had no paddling to do today, so everyone
slept in as they pleased, and woke up
to the smell of bacon on the stove and
corned beef hash cooking in the pan.

We made a filling breakfast of corned
beef hash with fired pepperoni, bacon,

and chicken, to refuel from our journey

yesterday. We had a leisurely breakfast
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together on the beach, and talked about

how crazy the portage was. The men set

up their hammocks on the tree line next

to the beach and had a nap-filled day in

the sun.

Some of the boys spent the afternoon

looking around the beach for wildlife,

and found a stronghold of crawfish on
the left side of Gravel Beach. Gill, Gal,

and Wallace found a ton of small critters

around the beach, Linkas, Chase, and
Mac spent the afternoon posting up and
reading in the sun. Justin, Tepler, and
Ghip spent the day hanging out playing

cards and discussing the absurd day
we had yesterday. We had the perfect

lazy, sunny, day today to follow the day
yesterday. We enjoyed a beautiful sunset

again and a huge pot of cheesy dank,

followed by a small rain shower to lull

everyone to sleep.

July 3rd - Resupply
We awoke relatively early today to

paddle down past Boy Scout campsite

to meet Walter for our only resupply of

the trip. A sunny day fueled our paddle
down to the bridge, where we pulled out

to wait for our supplies. Once Walter

arrived, we ate some fresh fruit and
quenched our thirst on some ice cold

sodas. Once we had all the boats packed
up again with new rations, we paddled
back up to Gravel Beach, where Pietro's

cabin was taking a quick break after their

portage. We made a hot lunch of paninis

after we said our goodbyes to Allagash

III, who were staying at Boy Scout for the

night.

After we waited for the wind to die

down a bit, we paddled across the lake to

Ellis Brook campsite, where we camped
out for the night, again ahead of schedule,

and ate some Philly cheesesteaks made
by Wallace and Tepler. Delicious. Feels

good to have new food, and to be ahead
of schedule again.

July 4th - Priestly Point

Since we pushed on to Ellis last

night, our paddle for today was shorter

than planned, which was nice. Today's

weather wasn't ideal with clouds and
rain most of the day, but at the same time

it was nice to get out of the blazing hot

sun for a day. Hopefully tomorrow is

sunnier so we can dry out our gear. We

paddled from Ellis Brook to Lock Dam,
where we carried our gear around and
navigated through a small, fast stream
to Eagle Lake. With cloudy skies, but
perfect, glassy water, we cruised up the

lake to Priestly Point. We observed some
fish rising on the paddle in to the site,

so we rigged up the 3-weight fly rod
and Gill proceeded to reel in dozens of

chub off the shore, running on buffalo

tuna melts for lunch. We napped and
fished all afternoon staying out of the

sporadic rain showers. We feasted on
some chicken crunch wraps in the rain

made by Chip, Justin and Mac. Hopefully

tomorrow is sunny.

July 5th - Scofield Point

This morning when we woke up on
Priestly Point, we had some pretty fierce

headwinds that made it impossible to

paddle up the lake to our next site until

the winds died down. We paddled up
the lake a little bit past the Pump Handle
site, and were quickly turned around
by the nearly three-foot swells from the

wind. We were pushed back to the site,

where we hung out - trying to wait out the

wind. We had some good conversations

with the two Maine fishermen at the site

who gave us some tips on catching brook
trout.

At about five, when the winds finally

died down, we were able to push up
through the now light headwinds, and
on to Round Pond, which we paddled
throughout effortlessly. Once we reached

Churchill Lake after Round Pond, the

paddle to our site was no problem.

Scofield Point was the site we ended up
at, and it was one of the nicest sites on
our trip. Gill and Chase made a massive

bonfire in one of the fire pits at the site,

and Wallace and Gal made personal

pizzas for the cabin. It was great to reach

our intended site and feast on some great

pizzas after being held back by some
fierce winds. These boys like paddling,

not waiting.

July 6th - Chase's Rapids & Ledges

Another early morning wake up for

the boys allowed us to reach Churchill

Dam a little early to run Chase's Rapids.

We gave all our gear to the ranger at the

dam and ran Chase's Rapids quickly and
flawlessly. After picking up our gear we
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paddled on to Umsaskis Lake where we
battled some headwinds to our site for

the night at the Ledges.

Some paddlers who were trapped down
lake by the headwinds approached our

site as we were about to start up dinner.

We sent a scout team back to the trapped

boat and helped the other paddlers

reach the Ledges as well. For dinner

Fox fried up some huge chicken - bacon
quesadillas with Chase as a sous chef.

We set up a network of hammocks in the

trees with Gill, Christian, and Wallace all

rigged up on a few trees. A textbook day
of paddling, with a tasty dinner made
the somewhat disappointing weather
alright.

July 7th - Croque Brook
Yet another early morning for the

legends of Allagash II, and some less

than ideal weather today. It was drizzling

as we woke up and the skies were grey,

but there was no wind, which made it

alright. The rest of Umsaskis Lake was
a warm-up for the boys, crushing it in

no time. We leisurely paddled down
Long Lake playing full cabin games of

categories with some absurd topics. We
arrived at the Long Lake dam after some
impromptu canoe races on the water,

and had a lunch of pep and cheese as the

boys carried their gear around the dam.
Ten miles later down the river we

reached another Round Pond where we
were scheduled to camp. Still full of

energy, the boys opted to push on further

to make the next day's shorter. If there

is still daylight left in the day, the boys
never stopped paddling. A few miles later

we arrived at Croque Brook campsite in

the rain, and set up our tarp and tents.

As the sun was setting over the trees, and
cleaning crew was working away at the

water's edge, tons of fish were swarming
around the water trying to eat up any
small scraps they could find. We rigged

up the three-weight and hooked about

a dozen chub and a few beautiful small

brook trout as the sun was setting.

July 8th - Allagash Falls

Waking up to a sunny tent always
feels good, but today it felt especially

good because of the last few rainy days
we've had. With the sun finally on our
faces again, we paddled ten miles in

swift moving water to Allagash Falls,

again a day ahead of schedule, because
we were so close to the falls from our
work yesterday. There were a surprising

amount of campsites occupied along

the way to the falls, so the decision was
basically made for us to stay at the falls

tonight. I don't think anyone complained
about that, Allagash Falls has great

camping.
As soon as we arrived at the falls, spirits

were high, so we all went to the falls for

some cliff jumping. We found some great

jumping spots on the sides of the river to

rinse off the Dr. Bronners from tubbing.

The falls kept us entertained for hours
until it was time to start dinner. After

drying off from swimming all afternoon,

we started up a big pot of pesto pasta

with bacon and fried pepperoni. It was
nice being a full day ahead of schedule

yet again, knowing we'd have a great site

to hang out at tomorrow and to fish and
swim all day with no worries.

July 9th - Allagash Falls

We were greeted again by sun on our

tents around mid day when we awoke,
which let everyone dry out their gear

from the rain. Upon waking up, we
went down to the falls to start the day,

jumping off the sides to wake up with
a splash of fresh cold water to the face.

Back at the site, we made a few pots of

espresso with water from the falls, and a

huge batch of pancakes that were being

fried up late into the afternoon. A mix
of swimming, cliff jumping, pancake
making, fishing, and reading took place

today, a much needed break from the

past couple of heavy paddling days. Cal

and Wallace found a little pool right

next to the falls that we hung out in for

a while. For dinner we made a big pot

of chili and pasta which made for a very

filling day of meals. Everyone is going to

bed rested and in good spirits. Allagash

Village tomorrow.

July 10th - Evelyn's

The boys woke up at a casual hour
today, with a light paddle ahead of us, and
with the trip beginning to wind down.
Everyone was feeling great casually

floating down the river, chatting with

each other, eating the plentiful snacks

that we had left over. Evelyn's Field, our
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campsite isn't marked on the map so we
reached it earlier than we expected.

After a few games of pickup football on
the field, the boys got in their sleeping

bags and started up a hour-long match
of worm wars on the field, with ice cold

Cokes in-between bouts. After worm
wars. Fox and Garret organized a cabin

Olympics with canoe portaging, sleeping

bag sprint, etc. . . We then played a heated

cabin game of ultimate before dinner and
tubbed in the river. For our last dinner

on the river we made some spicy peanut

sauce pasta, and got to bed early, tired

from the Olympics and ultimate match.

July 11th - Pelletier's

Waking up with one day left to paddle

was exciting, but sad at the same time.

We were doing so well on the river it was
kind of sad finally finishing our section

on the water. From Evelyn's field it wasn't

far at all to Pelletier's Campground, our

last site on the trip. We couldn't have
asked for better weather on our last day
of paddling.

A few miles on the Allagash led us to the

St. John River, the very last section of our

trip, and we floated down for a few miles

down some great rapids to Pelletier's

campsite. Once unpacked, we made a

few stacks of bacon - pepperoni paninis

to use for the sauce-making competition,

the first cooking competition of two.

Campers paired up and created a sauce

with the remaining condiments. Fox and
Garret were the judges of the sauces.

After the sauce competition, we had a

bacon competition as well.

When Walter arrived with a high stack

of pizza, the boys were too full to finish

all the pizza. We took the rain flys off

our tents and put them in a circle so

everyone could chat and recap the trip as

the boys dozed off into sleep. Great day.

Great trip. Great cabin. Will Fox, HBC

Allagash III - Allagash Waterway
July 1st

Five AM came early for the boys of

Allagash III as they prepared themselves
for their greatest Kieve adventure to date.

The 13-day trip ahead seemed a daunting
challenge; stories of the Mud Pond
Portage, Lake Chamberlain, and Chase
Rapids are enough to strike fear into even

the strongest of heroes, but Allagash III

was wholesomely undeterred. After some
last minute packing, the boys and their

two Head Bunkhouse Counselors, Pietro

Barbieri and Logan Jackonis (me), set out

with The One for Hannibal's Crossing

on the West Branch of the Penobscot

River, the put-in for the Allagash trip. An
exceptionally long stop and Wal-Mart
and hundreds of miles of driving later

and the boys were in the water and on
their way.

Billy and Colin proved to be an

exceptional canoeing pair, though their

strength as a team would be tested as

the trip wore on. The group paddled for

a few hours when they arrived at their

campsite where they found Long Voyage
III. Many festivities followed. Penh, a

seasoned and highly skilled disc jockey

and web designer, demonstrated a great

deal of skill in fishing with the capture

and merciful release of a hefty bass.

After naming tent groups to enhance
synergy and friendly competition, the

boys enjoyed cheese steaks for dinner

and a watermelon for dessert, though the

watermelon ultimately won that battle,

taking the better of most of the boys,

leaving Billy and me to champion the

remains. In the face of an overwhelming
swarm of a vast array of insects which
all seemed to attack Chris specifically,

Allagash III was off to bed. The journey

had just begun, for the greatest challenge

of the trip waited on the other side of

night. -Logan Jackonis, Counselor

July 2nd - Mud Pond
Logan and I woke up before dawn and

made a breakfast of milk powder and
cereal bars, a hard day before us. We
took down the camp, loaded canoes, and
headed to the fearsome MUD POND! The
distance is not impressive, but within

lurk many secrets: a winding path of

pitfalls and general difficulty, crammed
with insects ready to suck blood at every

step. To be honest, I had no doubts that

we would make it. It was with great

difficulty that we achieved this objective.

But back to us.

After the breakfast, we headed into

our canoes and paddled along the West
Branch of the Penobscot River until we
reached Lake Chesuncook. The weather

173



was gorgeous and the wind was in our

favor, allowing us to sail and cut down a

great portion of time, moving six miles in

just under an hour. Spencer, Ben, Alex,

and Logan did most of the hard work
while I steered our giant raft. With little

struggle, we reached Umbazooksus Lake
and the trail head for Mud Pond.
We unloaded the canoes and ate a

quick meal of pep and cheese then

immediately began our portage. I took

off quickly with a canoe; Alex and
Carter were in hot pursuit. Logan stayed

behind to assist the campers with gear

and canoes. The Mud Pond portage

has a way of dividing groups, so in the

shuffle I made the decision to go ahead
and finish the portage in one day. Colin,

Chris, Ben, Clarence, and Spencer were
ailing, dehydrated, or hurt, and many of

the other boys very exhausted, but we
finished in one day regardless. It took us

a brutal nine hours to complete the carry;

we ran from 1-10 p.m. with few stops.

In this crazy day, all of the boys shined
in their own right. Carter never ceased

to amaze Logan with his willingness to

assist. Penh persevered without a hint of

complaint. Clarence, in spite of illness,

carried as much as he could to the best

of his ability. Spencer overcame an
injured thumb to help ease the burden
of those more in need. Ben triumphed
over intense shoulder pain and instead

shouldered a load critical to group
success. Colin managed to survive in the

face of extreme illness; he portaged all

of his own gear and more even though
he had not the strength to do so. Michael
acted as a packhorse, carrying everything

that we could throw at him. Billy kept

the mood light with constant application

of humor and whimsy while also being a

total beast and never bringing a complaint
to the light of day. Chris conquered not

only his apprehension and shoulder pain,

but also his first ever portage; he made
a dramatic turn around from extreme
dehydration to extreme productivity and
awesomeness. Logan and I are both so

very proud of you boys!!!!!!!!!!

- Pietro Barbieri & Logan Jackonis

July 3rd - Boy Scout
We rose at 8:30, many still exhausted

from the previous day's trial. However,

the general distaste for the Mud Pond
trail and our desire to evacuate from the

insects and decrepit condition of our
campsite drove us to pack up quickly

and begin paddling. We quickly crossed

Mud Pond and found ourselves on the

delightful outlet stream that leads into

Chamberlain Lake.

A mile or so later and we arrived at

what we believed was Gravel Beach.
Alex, who possessed his own set of maps,
was quick to point out that the beach on
which we rested was not, in fact, the

famous Gravel Beach, but was instead

simply a beach made of gravel a few
hundred yards away from Gravel Beach.

Undeterred, the boys quickly relaxed. For

two hours, we swam, got clean, chatted,

ate lunch, and applied copious amounts
of sunscreen. Eventually, we were ready
to head out for Boy Scout.

When we passed Gravel Beach, we
passed Allagash II and exchanged
greetings. We arrived at Boy Scout around
4:00, at which point we set up camp, a

task that would from this point onward
involve setting up at least six hammocks.
Colin was dismayed to discover that he
did not have any straps with which to

hang his hammock, so Pietro cut him a

few strands of rope that promptly broke

under pressure. Ben attempted to teach

me how to use his toy knife, but the pupil

quickly became the master and Ben was
truly astounded at not only his ability to

teach but also my skill with toy knives.

Master Chef Pietro cooked up some
delicious quesadillas and dank for dinner.

S 'mores followed shortly thereafter. Bed
was a welcome host that night, though
the fates brought unto us a vicious storm

complete with biting winds and pelting

rain. It was just a taste of what was to

come. - Logan Jackonis

July 4th - Lock Dam
Today was grey with rain in the forecast.

An early rise and quick tent takedown
allowed us to prepare a hot breakfast and
get our canoes ready for our resupply.

Spencer was over the moon at the idea

of receiving mail. Spencer really enjoys

mail. A lot.

As always, we arrived at the resupply

on time, but some delays on the other

end forced us to wait for a little while.
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so Chris broke out some magic cards and
thus passed the time quickly.

When our supplies finally came,

Roscoe and 11 coolers/wannagans

greeted us. Normal Allagash trips will

have five such containers. With 12 boats,

most boats were forced to carry 2 very

heavy containers, which was ultimately

no problem for our boys. Roscoe also

brought with him some delicious Arnold
Palmers and a cake from Claire, our Ritz

girl. We loved it.

Back on the water, we made a quick

but rainy paddle to Lock Dam, 6 miles

further than we were intended to travel.

We took one short break to put on rain

jackets, during which the campers
learned a valuable lesson: always put

your rain jacket on top of your boundary
pack! We made it to our campsite in four

hours, which is great time considering

we paddled 12 miles! We set up our tents

in the rain, cooked in the rain, talked in

the rain, and went to sleep in the rain.

All in all, it was very rainy indeed! Billy

hit his stride today, always ready to work
and make everyone laugh, though was
always incredibly hungry. Luckily, we
made enough food for everyone to eat.

Wonderful Day!
- Pietro Barbieri & Logan Jackonis

July 5th - Pillsbury Island

Due to the incredible progress made
the previous day, we were able to sleep

in until 8:30. When we left our tentS, we
were greeted with an intense cold that

could only be found in a Maine summer.
A light drizzle seasoned our tents and
clothing with a hint of hypothermia
as we prepared a toasty sausage and
egg breakfast and began to load our

canoes. Ben and Billy got creative with
warmth bringing innovation by placing

wool socks on their hands, a grand
accomplishment. Spencer was frozen

solid and found himself incapable not

only of assisting with the morning's tasks

but also the simple task of moving. The
cold rendered us all rather slow moving,
but eventually we got on the outlet stream
around Lock Dam and began our paddle
to Eagle Lake.

After a while, we made a grand
discovery: Eagle Lake was overtaken by
winds unlike anything anyone in the

group had ever seen. Ben, Chris, Alex,

and Spencer were regular targets of the

wind's wrath. After a few miles, we came
to an impasse. The winds were so intense

and the waves so high that the lake was
legitimately impossible to paddle up.

Luckily, we found ourselves only 200
yards from a campsite called Pillsbury

Island. Unluckily, it was on the other

side of a channel, requiring a very risky

crossing and an inordinate amount of

courage, perseverance, and loyalty.

Luckily again, the boys of Allagash III

possessed all of these traits and more, so

we engaged the wind and waves in a head
on contest of strength. Pietro and Clarence

blew past the group, leaving Logan and
Carter to assist the remainder. Chris and
Ben found themselves trapped in the

wind until, as if by divine intervention,

they found within a burning fire and
passion and valiantly made the crossing

as if there had been no obstacle. Spencer
and Alex also dug deep to find strength

to cross the channel, and all parties made
the journey safely. Once we arrived at the

campsite, the boys set up tents, collected

firewood, and enjoyed some delicious

sandwiches.

After lunch, there remained some extra

ham, so Spencer, Colin, and Clarence

engaged in a joyous feast within their

tent, for they all loved ham so very much,
particularly Clarence. For the rest of the

afternoon, we played many card games
and had much fun. There were no bugs
at the campsite, which made the burgers

we had for dinner all that much better.

Spencer was enthralled with our dessert

of Nutella and grilled bananas. Bedtime
rolled around and engulfed us all in a

delightful blanket of warmth and rest.

- Logan Jackonis

July 6th - Scofield Point

Finally some good weather! The
wind had declined today, making lake

paddling a manageable task. We had a

long day ahead of us, but we ate well and
were well rested, so we were ready for

the task! I led the group at an incredible

pace while Logan guarded the rear and
we successfully defeated the wind. The
group paddled full steam ahead to our
first stop: a pair of steam locomotives

from the late 20s and early 30s used to
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transport lumber from Chamberlain Lake

to Eagle Lake. It is amazing to see how
nature has managed to take back these

massive human creations. All of the

campers were taken aback by the size and
scale of the locomotives, immediately

scrambling all about them. We had a lot

of fun playing on the trains, though we
were very safe; Logan and 1 watched the

kids like hawks to make sure nobody
got hurt. Back on the water with a quick

snack, we cut across Eagle Lake in the

face of a strong wind. Logan stayed back
and helped Chris and Ben (who took

quite the detour) while I plowed ahead
to trace the path.

Clarence and I spotted a huge moose
with a large rack while everyone caught

up to us. From the moose, we headed
straight to Scofield Point, a lovely and
wide-open campsite with very few bugs.

It also has a large beach with an excellent

view. Lunch was quickly eaten in the

tents because of a rough but quick storm.

I made huge sandwiches with turkey,

ham, and cheese. There was much
delight. In the afternoon, Ben and Billy

had the grand idea to engage the group
in a game of sniper. We ate chicken
sandwiches with a wide variety of sauces

and cheeses for a fireside dinner. All

went to bed happy and full.

-Pietro Barbieri & Logan Jackonis

July 7th

5:50 AM brought us tiredness

alongside bacon and eggs. We left the

wonderful Scofield Campsite and made
our way toward Churchill Dam. It was
finally time to get on the Allagash River.

On the way we saw a nice moose. When
we arrived at the dam, a nice old man
gave us some cashews and stories of

Italian acquaintances of his as we gave
the rangers $10 so they might drive our
gear to the bottom of Chase Rapids. They
kindly obliged. We loaded our boats into

the rapids and set off. Ben and Chris were
a tad fearful of the roaring white water,

but the spirit of the river carried them
forth and they safely navigated the rapids

and overcame all adversity and emerged
victorious. Billy and Colin also emerged
victorious, though they allegedly hit

every single rock in the rapids. Oops.
Carter and I managed to escape unscathed

in spite of Carter's later-professed poor
vision. When the rapids ended, we had a

lovely pep and cheese lunch on the river

and made for the Ledges campsite. Pietro

was reminded of home by the true Italian

taste.

Along the way, however, we were
stopped by another moose, though
this moose rested in the middle of

the river, prohibiting our safe passage

but encouraging many wonderful
photographs, including a picture of

Clarence that may be the greatest picture

ever taken with a moose. A quick paddle
up Umsaskis Lake later and we arrived

at the Ledges campsite. Interestingly,

a ranger had told us that Ledges was
"taken", though we found no people at the

location. We set up tents and proceeded
to engage in activities that included, but

were not limited to, card games, naps,

and animal impersonations. Spencer and
Alex had much fun pretending to be a

hunter and an ostrich. Colin became very

close with a rabbit that Pietro found to be

a true menace in need of elimination.

We ate chicken and rice for dinner.

Immediately after dinner, we confirmed
several reports of a shadow in the woods.
Spencer was not pleased. On a very

spooky note, we went off to bed.
- Logan Jackonis

July 8th - Sweeney Brook
Finally good weather! The boys took

down the tents and prepared to load

the canoes. Each day the boys improved
more and more and began to work as an
incredibly cohesive unit. We rewarded
their improvements with a PB and Nutella

breakfast, an immediate favorite. When
we got on the water, we noticed that we
had favorable winds, so we mounted up
some tarps and sailed up Long Lake, a

paddle that can be incredibly arduous.

Logan and two of the boats managed to

beat my two boats and me in a contest

of speed, but all had fun regardless.

Eventually, we reached Long Lake dam
and made quick work of the portage,

quickly getting back to paddling.

We enjoyed some beautiful scenery,

many eagles, and snacks on our way to

the campsite. Unfortunately, most of the

campsites at which we had intended to

stay were occupied, so we went a tad
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further to Sweeney Brook.

That night, Logan forced me to take a

rest day while he wrangled the campers
and prepared a delicious batch of dank.

The afternoon included bathing in the

river, card games, and fly-fishing. Spencer
impressed Logan with his skills as a

woodsman while Carter impressed me
with his skills as a fly fisherman. Carter

and I watched a beautiful sunset while
we fished, and while we did not catch

anything, it will always be a memory that

I will cherish. During dinner, Billy proved
to be very crafty, managing to steal bacon
and ultimately staying completely out of

my sight. After dinner, we went to bed
exhausted. Billy made himself a shelter

using his hammock and a spare rainfly, a

most creative invention.

-Pietro Barbieri & Logan Jackonis

July 9th - Bass Brook
We rose from our beds at 8:00 to a

wonderfully clear blue sky, contrary to

the rangers' forecasted rain and wind.
We ate a quick cereal and powdered
milk breakfast and headed out on the

water. A flawless day of fun and sun
followed. Little hard work was done; we
let the river do most of the work for us.

We floated downstream for a long while
before we enjoyed a pep and cheese
lunch with a Milky Way snack. Spencer
became obsessed with the candy bars and
began to pursue any and all extra bars he
could. His quest led him into the water
and started a great deal of horseplay.

Alex managed to secure several of the

candies and attempted to break away
from the group, though Spencer and the

others were hot in pursuit. Eventually,

the dust settled and left most of the group
satisfied. Carter was in very good spirits,

as he managed to secure some extra candy
for himself without the knowledge of his

peers. Carter also became a great help to

me, aiding in the fielding and answering
of questions by campers. Thanks, Carter!

We arrived at the campsite, entitled

Bass Brook, around four in the afternoon

and set up camp. Billy immediately set

up his hammock, causing a frenzy that

led to the creation of Hammock City, a

dense metropolitan area populated by
Billy, Clarence, Carter, Ben, and Colin.

Regardless of his residential status in

Hammock City, Ben struggled with
the difference between a tent and a

hammock. After tents and hammocks
were set up, many of the boys went
swimming. Clarence made a new friend

in a leech while swimming, though they

were eventually forced to part. After

swimming, Carter and Spencer fell victim

to some type of forest bandit, for articles

of their clothing appeared in high in the

canopy. After some prolonged relaxation

and chicken soup with rice, we all went
to bed, ready for the next challenge.

- Logan Jackonis

July 10th - Allagash Falls

Only three days until the end of our

adventure! I cannot believe how quickly

the time has flown by. This morning, we
woke up early and got on the water by
8. There were many other groups on the

river, so we needed to get going to get a

good campsite. We blew through the first

4 miles in no time. Logan and I stopped
briefly to sign some forms at the ranger

station while the boys enjoyed a quick

snack. From there, we hugged the river

right until we reached the Allagash Falls

pullout point, where we unloaded and
portaged our canoes.

We decided that, because the falls

were so lovely and the campsite so nice,

we would make camp there for the night.

After we set up camp, I got to work
preparing an M&M pancake breakfast.

The boys ate the pancakes quickly and
ferociously, for they simply could not

get enough of the tasty treat. Clarence,

Carter, Billy, Ben, and Alex began work
on an impressive hammock city complete

with a rain fly roof. Many of the other

boys, namely Chris, engaged in a Magic
tournament in which I participated.

After some rest and relaxation, we
headed down to the bottom of the falls

to do some cliff jumping. Logan was
particularly proud of the group during

this activity, for each and every camper
took the leap, something he had not

seen in his 11 years of Kieve experience.

Chris in particular made a tremendous
stride today. Although he was initially

very hesitant, he overcame his fears and
jumped with no regrets. Some Boy Scouts

watched us enviously, for their leader

was not quite as bright as Logan or me.
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Penh took many great photos, adding to

his repertoire of many impressive skills.

Back at the camp, Logan demonstrated

his wood carving skill while I worked on
making an oven to cook pizza for dinner.

The boys rested in the meantime. After

dinner, we had some story telling and
quesadilla preparation by campers (sort

of a post-meal appetizer, though certainly

not a dessert). Spencer brought much joy

to the cabin with his impersonation of a

large, ground-based avian of the semi-

arid grassland variety. Overall, it was an
absolutely wonderful day, perhaps my
favorite of the entire trip!

- Pietro Barbieri & Logan Jackonis

July 11th

We woke at 7:15 to the sound of the

Allagash Waterfall and all of its glory.

To celebrate the majesty of nature and
to satisfy our hunger, we indulged with

some quesadillas and cereal for breakfast.

Immediately after, we finished our final

portage and engaged in some delightful

picture taking and cliff jumping. There
was much excitement as, once again,

every member of the cabin took the leap

of faith into the icy water below Allagash

Falls.

After the amusement ended, we took

off on an eight-mile paddle to Evelyn's

Field, our campsite for the evening. It

was a gorgeous day filled with sunshine
and joy. A group of Boy Scouts ran

parallel to our cabin, though Allagash

III demonstrated far superior skill in

canoeing than did they in spite of the

inherent brightness of their scout leader.

The paddle took us a few hours, though
we moved at a leisurely pace. When we
arrived at our campsite, we discovered

that Alex and Spencer took the idea of

a leisurely pace too far and had fallen

behind a great deal. Luckily, they

eventually reached the campsite safely.

Within moments of landing at the field,

all members of our party were ruthlessly

attacked by blackflies, brutal insects that

make for a most unpleasant experience.

We made the best of it, however, with
some treats Pietro found at the store in

Allagash Village and an exciting round of

trivia from which Billy emerged the victor.

The heat was also rather overwhelming,
but by nightfall all was well. We ate some

delicious dank, enjoyed the cool air, and
watched the moonrise over the horizon.

After some time had passed, many of the

boys engaged in an epic battle of wit and
agility, partaking in traditional horseplay

and shenanigans. Billy, Chris, Alex,

Carter, Ben, Clarence, Penh, and Spencer
engaged me in a duel to determine the

fate of the free world. Eventually, we all

headed to sleep in preparation for our

final day on the water. -Logan Jackonis

July 12th - Pelletier's Campground
Today was the final day of paddling on

our amazing adventure. I cannot begin

to describe how fantastic this trip was
for me. On our last morning, we ate a

quick cereal breakfast and hopped on the

last hundred yards of the Allagash and
floated onto the St. John River. The St.

John is notorious on this trip for flipping

unsuspecting boats; oftentimes its rapids

are forgotten during the celebration of

the final day on trip. No incidents for the

boys of Gash III! Carter finally professed

to Logan, who was much dismayed, that

he had been unable to see clearly for the

entirety of the trip, thus causing many
accidental bumps with rocks, logs, and
other boats. It was no issue, however, for

nothing can stop this group! When we
completed our 10-mile paddle, Logan
and Carter led the boys on a quick detour

to Canada before unloading our canoes

and preparing for our pick up.

In our down time, we feasted on the

remains of our food, played Frisbee,

Magic, Chess, and took naps. When
Roscoe arrived, we quickly loaded the

trailer, got some mail, enjoyed some
Mountain Dew, and waited for dinner.

Roscoe led Chris, Billy, Carter, and Ben
in an intense five-way Magic game.

Eventually, Logan and Roscoe left to

pick up some pizza from the Sugar Shack
(the local pizza parlor). If you ever find

yourself in the far north of Maine, you
should try this pizza. Ordinarily, Kieve
groups order from the Moose Shack
pizza place, but Sugar Shack was far

better. Each pie weighed roughly 2.5 kg.

Between the now 13 hungry people we
had with us, we were unable to finish

even 4 pizzas, eventually recruiting the

help of a local man with a large beard

and saving much for the next day. Billy
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made a promise to Logan that he would
eat five slices and stayed true to his

word. Spencer found himself very ill

and was unable to eat much pizza. Chris

astounded us all, downing six slices!

The rest of the evening was filled with

dice, poker, and a campfire. Spencer spent
most of the evening singing and whistling

songs from his tent, for he felt too ill to

join us in the festivities. Eventually, he
came out to help us reminisce during

our final campfire, where we told stories

and shared our favorite moments on the

trip. At this juncture, I would like to take

a chance to thank the boys of Allagash

III for this wonderful trip; 1 hope you all

come back next year! I would also like

to thank my co-HBC, Logan, for without
him, this trip (and the translated version

of this trip report) would not have been
possible!! Best of luck! - Pietro Barbieri

July 13th

We rose at 6:30 to prepare for Roscoe's

pick up. After tents were taken down and
personal belongings packed, we began
to tidy the campsite. Roscoe arrived

promptly at 7:00, at which point all items

were loaded into the canoe trailer. We
hit the road at 7:30 (8:30 Newfoundland
time) and began the journey home. We
made a few stops for rest, gas, and food

along the way, but otherwise the trip was
uneventful. Most of the boys, especially

Billy, were pleasantly asleep for the

majority of the ride. Roscoe and Chris

bonded over a nice section of talk radio

regarding a card game from which they

both derive much pleasure.

We rolled back into Kieve around 2:00,

just in time to catch some of the World
Cup match and finish all of our cleaning

before heading to dinner and eventually

to bed. We had a phenomenal trip. I am
very proud to have been co-HBC for this

cabin and I sincerely hope to see all ten of

the boys, nay, men, of Allagash III return

for the summer of 2015. Best of luck!

- Logan Jackonis

Pietro Barbieri, HBC

Long Voyage 1

C.J. Richardson
Day 1

Day one started very slowly. We woke
up and went to flag like it was any other

day, but as soon as breakfast ended, we
boarded our bus with the legendary bus
driver "The One". We had a long bus ride

ahead of us to the Birches campground
on Moosehead Lake. After stopping at

Walmart to pick up a few last minute
things and eating cold cuts, we arrived

and set up camp. We ate our cabin's

favorite meal, cheese steaks, and went
to bed early, knowing that we had to

paddle the biggest lake in Maine the next

morning.
Day 2

We had a really early start to the day
in order to hopefully beat the headwinds
on the lake. Fortunately for us, the only

winds we had were at our backs, so

we had a relatively short day and got

to our campsite, Saboomick Point, by
lunchtime. We ate the rest of the cold

cut sandwiches for lunch, which were so

tasty. The campsite was amazing! It has a

rock that juts out into the lake and looks

out at the biggest lake in Maine. After a lot

of down time at the campsite, we enjoyed

huge double bacon cheeseburgers. Since

we had an early start, we went to sleep

somewhat early, knowing that tomorrow
was yet another long day with the longest

portage Kieve has to offer: the Northeast

Carry.

Day 3

We had another early morning
because of many miles of paddling

and the Northeast Carry. We started

out by paddling the short remainder of

Moosehead Lake to the small town of

Northeast Carry. The first trip consisted

of portaging the canoes 2.3 miles. Taylor

Cashman soloed the entire way. The
rest of the gear was portaged during

the second trip. The entire cabin was
rewarded with cold Gatorades at the end.

We ate PB & }s for lunch at the end of the

portage trail.

After lunch we loaded our boats into

the West Branch of the Penobscot. We
paddled a few miles and then the entire

cabin went for a refreshing swim. We
continued to paddle the river until we
reached our campsite for the night. After

a little down time at our campsite, we
had a filling dinner and retired to our

tents after a long day and another lengthy

one ahead of us.
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Day 4

We had yet another early morning
and had oatmeal for breakfast. We
finished paddling the remainder of the

West Branch of the Penobscot, which
dumped us into a quick paddle on
Chesuncook Lake. We then paddled
through multiple Round Ponds until we
reached the infamous Horserace Rapids.

We dragged our canoes upstream for 1.5

miles until we reached a waterfall, where
we portaged our canoes 0.5 miles the

rest of the way to our campsite for the

night, Caucomgomoc Dam. After some
amazing quesadillas made by Reed and
some hot chocolate, we relaxed, knowing
tomorrow would be a shorter day.

Day 5

Because we had a long day the day
before, day 5 was a short one. We paddled
a few short miles through Ciss Stream
onto another Round Pond. We arrived

at our campsite before lunch and spent

the day napping, reading, writing letters

and, if you're Liam Duggan, just sitting.

For dinner we enjoyed a huge portion of

dank (cheese with some macaroni and
most of the spice kit). After the amazing
meal, CJ made some delicious brownies
and we finally went to bed.

Day 6

We had our first resupply this morning,

so we slept late. We made pancakes for

breakfast, and then waited for Walter and
Hackett to arrive. Upon their arrival, we
switched out our empty wannigans and
coolers for new ones, filled with food

for the second leg of the trip. We also

were given all of our mail, packages, and
baked goods. We then had to portage a

mile to our next campsite, on the pristine

Allagash Lake. We then took a cabin

swim and hung out until dinner, which
were cheesesteaks. We then retired to our
tents early because the next morning we
were attempting to sunrise hike Allagash
Mountain.
Day 7

We woke up at 4 a.m. and quickly

proceeded to begin the climb on Allagash
Mountain. It was a steep hike, but only
took about 45 minutes. We arrived at

the top with a few minutes to spare. The
sunrise was beautiful, and we were able

to see stunning lakes in every direction.

We then hiked back down to our campsite

and went back to sleep. Two hours later,

we awoke again and made delicious

breakfast sandwiches. We then paddled
on Allagash Lake to the Ice Caves, where
we had cold cut sandwiches for lunch.

We also climbed into the Ice Caves,

which were very cool. We then continued

our paddle on Allagash Lake to Allagash

Stream, which were the first rapids of the

trip. We paddled to the Little Allagash

Falls campsite, where we stayed the

night. We set up camp, and then swam
in the falls. Dinner that night was bacon
cheeseburgers, which were delicious. We
then played a few games of Mafia before

going to bed.

Days
This morning we woke up after a huge

thunderstorm the previous nights. We
had breakfast sandwiches and loaded our

boats. We finished Allagash Stream and
enjoyed some more rapids, which were
fun. We paddled down Chamberlain Lake
and stopped at Donnely Point for a cold

cut sandwich lunch. It began to rain so

we quickly set up a tarp. Once the hard
rain passed, we took down the tarp and
continued to paddle to Gravel Beach, our

campsite for the night. We had double
downs for dinner, which were really

tasty, and C.J. and Reed treated us to hot

chocolate. After many games of chess

we retired to our tents after a long day of

lake paddling.

Day 9

We had a sleep in this morning
because of the heavy winds and large

white caps on Chamberlain Lake. We
had bagels and bacon for breakfast. The
waves prevented us from continuing to

paddle so we hung out at Gravel Beach.

Just before lunch we saw Long Voyage
2 paddling towards our campsite. After

talking to them about our trip, we had
grilled cheese and tomato soup for lunch.

Once the winds began to die down, we
took down camp and paddled to the end
of Chamberlain Lake where we stayed

at Boy Scout campsite. We shared the

campsite with a Wavus Allagash cabin

and had chicken sandwiches for dinner.

They were delicious and we enjoyed hot

chocolate and Oreos for dessert.
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Day 10

We woke up early this morning,

because we had many miles to paddle.

We had a quick breakfast of oatmeal,

and then began our paddle. We finished

Chamberlain Lake, and then paddled on
through Round Pond and Telos Lake,

all the way to Telos dam. We carried

our gear around the dam and scouted

Webster Stream, some of the most intense

rapids run by Kieve. The water was very

high, making for a difficult but exciting

paddle. We made it down the stream with

only one flip.We then paddled halfway

across Webster Lake to our campsite.

Little Coffeelos. We then made delicious

pizzas for dinner and went to bed, with

the biggest day of the trip ahead of us.

Day 11

Day eleven was just one of those days

where you had to be there.

Day 12

We slept in this morning because of

our long and epic day yesterday. We had
oatmeal for breakfast, which was very

filling. We walked back to our canoes

where we left them the following night

and shot the small rapids after the dam.
We waited for our unexpected resupply

which was bringing us another canoe.

Once we received our canoe, we paddled
slowly to our campsite for the night. Stair

Falls. Once we set up camp we relaxed

for a bit still recovering from DAY 11. We
had a delicious dinner of pesto pasta and
after playing a few games of mafia we
retired to our tents knowing tomorrow
we had four portages and twenty miles

of paddling.

Day 13

We woke up early at Stair Falls to do
a really long day. After a hardy breakfast

of corned beef hash, we loaded up our
canoes. Leaving about thirty seconds
of space between us, we set out down
Stair Falls, which contains eight drops.

After getting through that, we paddled
to Haskell Rock portage, got out and did

a 0.5-mile portage around the big rapid.

We loaded up our boats, and had an
unexpected encounter with some "rips"

on which three of our canoes flipped.

After a quick moment of panic and
struggling, we got all of our gear to the

shore. We got all of our things together

and set out for the Pond Pitch portage.

After finishing that, we headed out

for the Grand Pitch portage, which we
crushed in about an hour. After Grand
Pitch we headed to the fearful Hulling

Machine. Pulling out right before the

rapids we could hear the thunder of the

water over the rocks. Hulling Machine
was definitely a formidable foe. A one-

mile portage marked the end of the

portage circuit. We pushed to Whetstone
campsite and arrived at about seven and
had a filling meal of alfredo pasta. We
went to bed a little early, all run down
from our long day full of portages.

Day 14

We woke up at Whetstone and ate a

quick breakfast. After loading up our

canoes, we set out on the river on our last

day of paddling. We ran Whetstone, a

fun rapid, and continued down the river

until we reached the parking area above
Grindstone. Before running the rapids

we had PB&Js for lunch. It's a cool area

because we were able to do a thorough
scout of the rapid before shooting it. We
ran it without many problems and only

two swamps. We finished the rips after

Grindstone and paddled down the rest of

the river to the Pinegrove Campground
where we set up our camp. After relaxing

for a bit, we had chili and rice for dinner,

which was very filling.

Day 15

We were able to sleep in this morning
because of our resupply. After a filling

breakfast of corned beef hash, we loaded

up our canoes in a trailer, which would
be driven back to camp by The One and
Allagash 1. We transferred our remaining
gear into our trailer, got into the van and
headed to Baxter State Park. Once we
checked in with the ranger, we drove

to our campsite for the next two nights.

Upon arrival we ate cold cuts for lunch
and set up our camp. After a few hours
of relaxing we had a very filling dinner

of cheese steaks and retired to our tents

early knowing we would be climbing
Katahdin the next day.

Day 16
Day sixteen we decided to become

men. We woke up really early to climb

to the tallest point in Maine... Mt.

Katahdin. We had a quick, cold breakfast
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of granoia and got in the van to drive to

the base of the mountain. On our short

drive we stumbled upon a mother moose
with two of her young. It was the closest

we had gotten to a moose the entire

trip. We then started up the Hunt Trail,

which is 5.1 miles to the summit. Hunt
Trail is either the start or finish of the

Appalachian Trail. We hoped to stumble
upon some through hikers finishing the

over 2000-mile trail. After just three

hours of mostly straight uphill and rock

climbing, we reached the summit. At the

top our wish came true and we saw five

different through hikers finish the trek.

There wasn't a cloud in the sky and we
had an amazing view from the top.

We hurried down as quick as we could
to relax in the afternoon and enjoy some
delicious baked goods from C.J.'s sister

and one of our cabin's favorite meals,

double downs. We finished the day by
playing some intense LeanBall, a game
created by Liam, Sam and Henry. The day
was certainly tiring, but we were happy
to accomplish such a good hike with just

our two days in Baxter State Park.

Day 17

Day seventeen started off with a

sleep in. When we finally woke up,

everyone stuffed their faces with huge
sausage bacon egg and cheese breakfast

sandwiches. After packing up camp,
everyone loaded up in the van for a

quick drive to the natural waterslides.

The waterslides were very fun to swim
in and to make dams on the side of. We
then drove to Northern Outdoors, our

final campsite. The campsite had a very

nice lodge with board games, a hot tub,

and a TV. We watched the World Cup
final where Germany trumped Argentina

in extra time. Finally after a relaxing day,

we made Dank. We then went to sleep

so we were ready for a big day of rafting

ahead of us.

Day 18
It was the day that all the kids were

waiting for, white water rafting! After

tackling all the rapids Long Voyage had to

offer, it was our time to enjoy white water
in a raft. We woke up early at six A.M. to

break down camp, pack the trailer to head
home, and eat a quick Poptarts breakfast.

After filling out forms and getting all the

gear for the rafting experience, the ten

of us boarded the bus. Once arriving at

the river the first two rapids were class

five, which are extremely hard and
scary rapids. Lucky for us no one went
swimming! We continued down the river

going over multiple class three and four

rapids. Henry Gribbell was the only one
to take an unexpected swim. We stopped
for lunch on the river and ate either

steak, chicken, or salmon prepared by
our rafting guides. It was the best lunch
of the trip by far.

Once our rafting time was over we went
back to the Northern Outdoors lodge and
watched a video of all of our faces going
over rapids. Sam Gardner by far had the

funniest expressions. We then got in

our van and headed home. We stopped
once at Five Guys where we stuffed our

faces with the best burgers we had ever

tasted! Then we continued back to camp,
unpacked, finally showered, and got into

bed after a long voyage.

Long Voyage II - The Long Voyage
Long Voyage might be the most

challenging trip Kieve offers and while

it's not Maine Trails, it certainly is a trip

you will never forget. Long Voyage is the

greatest hits of Kieve tripping and it's

rightly called that. 15 days canoeing in

northern Maine on the Penobscot and
many, many lakes, 3 days of hiking in

Baxter State Park, and finally White
Water Rafting the East Branch. As a kid

all I remember was rain, rain, rain but it's

a trip that I've always thought of when I

think of my moments of growth here at

Kieve.

As soon as I knew I would be coming
back for my 4th summer, I knew I had
to do Long Voyage one more time. I had
these boys last year for the Allagash and I

couldn't imagine doing this trip with any
other group than the infamous boys I've

grown to love. Their unbreakable spirit

in all shapes of hardship and the never-

ending humor got us through some very

arduous and long days. But Kieve is a

place to help boys become men and Ned
and I could not have been more proud
of the boys by the end. Long Voyage is

a landmark in all of our memories now
and will live on in both infamy and a
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golden moment for all of us.

-Nick Sanchez, HBC Long Voyage II

June 28th - Birches

We departed from camp after breakfast

and set out towards the great north woods.
Our faithful driver, the One, took us on a

smooth 5-hour ride, bumping tunes all

along the way. An air of excitement filled

the van the entire way to the beginning

of our 18-day voyage. Arriving at the

Birches Campground and stepping out of

the van, we knew the trip had officially

started. The boys set up their hammocks
that they brought (7 in total) and we
soon started cooking double burgers for

our first dinner. As we cooked, we were
visited by an old dog who wandered to

our camp wanting food. We affectionately

named him Toph and he joined us as we
looked out at Moosehead Lake. The giant

lake we would cross early tomorrow.

Before we all went to bed, we reminisced

about last summer.
June 29th - Moosehead Lake
We woke this morning at 5 to get an

early start before head winds could form
on the massive lake. We had a quick meal
of Pop Tarts and cereal bars and set out

for our first paddle on the glassy lake. As
the sun rose into the sky on a gorgeous

day, the wind we were worried about

came from the south and helped push us

to our destination. So as any Kieve canoe
trip would do, we busted out the tarp

and sailed to the north end of the lake.

Brooks and Chris held the sail as we flew

into our campsite a little bit after noon.

Alex made us a fire as Pittman and States

made us amazing grilled cheese with
bacon. Hammock city was set up and
we enjoyed the sunny weather to swim
and lounge. For dinner that night we had
massive steak and cheese sandwiches and
hit the hay to get ready for the Northeast

Carry tomorrow.

June 30th - Big Island

Today we got up early again so we
could crush the Northeast Carry. We had
some hardy bagels and hit the water. We
got to the head of the portage within an
hour and immediately set to work on the

2 mile portage. The boys hauled all the

boats to the end of the trail in an hour
and a half and on the way back for the

rest of the gear, we stopped in the old

country story to grab some sodas before

destroying the rest of the portage in a

total 3 hours. Brooks was an all-star

never stopping and helping till the last

cooler was brought to the end.

We set into the west branch of the

Penobscot River, where we started our

Allagash trip last year. We even crossed

under the bridge at Hannibal's Crossing,

the put-in for Gash. On the lazy river.

States and Hass were attacked by spiders

(provoked by them) and we arrived at

familiar Big Island at dinner time after

saying hello to Foxy and Gash 2 . We took a

quick tub, devoured some Double Downs,
and fell into a well-deserved sleep.

July 1st - Horseraces
Today we had another big day. We

had amazing breakfast sandwiches and
entered Chesuncook lake but instead of

heading north to Mud Pond like last year,

we went west across the 8 miles of Black

Pond. We stopped to make some PB+J
for lunch and arrived to the Horseraces.

The Horseraces are a mile drag up water

running against you to the dam at the

end. We started trudging on being led

by States and Hass screaming charge

the entire way. After a couple hours we
arrived at our destination, tired and wet
but so, so satisfied. We ate a huge serving

of beef stew and caught an amazing
sunset glowing orange and purple.

July 2nd
Short day today. We had some granola

for breakfast whichwe all love and headed
into the driftwood graveyard where the

moose were roaming all around us. We
must have seen 11 moose including 5

bulls with their intimidating antlers

and a newborn baby who couldn't help

but watch us float along with his bright

orange fuzz in the sun. We sailed across

the small lake after the graveyard to see

Hackett and Walter just finishing LV I's

resupply. They took off and said we'd see

them tomorrow for our own resupply.

We ate our last dinner of dank, throwing
in the last of the bacon and pepperoni to

make an amazing filling meal.

July 3rd - Allagash Lake
Resupply day! Walter came to our

campsite a little before lunch time and,

of course, he brought Dakota with him.

We all read our mail with excitement
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and devoured some candy, fruit, and
some baked goods. After our refreshing

resupply, Walter drove us a short v^ays

towards Allagash Lake where nobody is

allowed to bring a motorized vehicle. So
we carried our newly packed gear a mile

to the actual lake. We said our goodbyes
to Walter and Dakota and marched on to

the lake.

When we arrived at the beautiful lake,

we still had a bit more of traveling. We
paddled as quickly as we could to the

outlet campsite at the other end of the

lake. We made camp at dinner time

and made some huge burgers with a

dessert of S'mores. The clouds started

coming in and that night we had a huge
thunderstorm roll in on us.

July 4th - Crow's Nest

We woke to cloudy weather and b-

sammies. We took a trip to the ice caves

a couple miles away and were amazed by
all the ice frozen under the island. After

our adventure to the caves, we went west
towards Allagash Stream, a small stream

but very fast and technical stretch of

river. The rain started coming down hard

on us just as Ned and Toph took a spill

over a ledge and flipped their boat. 1st of

the trip. We made it through the stream

just as the rain let up a little and made
it into Chamberlain Lake. By the time

we made it to the north end of the lake

we were getting cold and tired so 1 made
camp and some big cheese steaks as we
dried off for bed.

July 5th - Gravel Beach
We woke to a cold rainy morning and

slugs everywhere. We had some tail

winds but the waves on the water were
huge for a lake. We heard about the

hurricane and now we were seeing it for

ourselves. Our slug covered camp wasn't

doing it for us so we decided to ride

the big waves for a short time to Gravel

Beach. When we arrived we ran into CJ
and LVI on the beach as they were getting

ready to push off. A huge group of Boy
Scouts were there as well. We set up our

camp in the massive wind and watched
the madness on the lake. We had some
warm meals of grilled cheese and Double
Downs at the beach and we went to bed
hoping for sunshine tomorrow.

July 6th - Telos Lake
We woke up to what we hoped for.

Calm water and sunshine. We got up and
had some oatmeal and the wind started

to pick up but nothing compared to

yesterday. We set out onto the lake and
passed two Wavus Allagash cabins on
their way back from their own resupply.

We sailed our way down Chamberlain
and into Telos Lake, right past where our
Gash resupply was last year. We floated

on through the small lake of Telos to the

field campsite. We ate some chicken
fajitas and had some Frolf games before

settling down getting ready for Webster
Stream tomorrow.

July 7th - Webster Stream
We woke to a breakfast of Pop Tarts and

quickly hit the water for a short paddle to

the dam at the head of Webster Stream.

A ranger told us the day before that he
had just opened the dam so we expected

the water to be very high. Sure enough
we were right. We decided to portage our

boats half way down the stream to avoid

the rafting sized white water at the top.

We put in and shot the lower half with
no problems and continued to Webster
Lake for a 2 mile paddle. We arrived

at the Little Coffeelos campsite and
cooked some delicious chicken alfredo

pasta for dinner. We went to bed excited

for tomorrow. We had no idea what to

expect.

July 8th - Webster Brook &
Grand Lake Matagamon
Today was the longest day of our trip.

14 hours. We woke early at 5 and paddled
the short mile to the head of Webster
Brook. Instantly the quick water took us

along the rips arid everyone was excited

for the long awaited rapids. Andrew and
1 led the group down until we took a turn

into strainer city. A fallen tree blocked the

path of the river and a beaver dam was
built around it creating a giant strainer.

As our boats piled up around it and we
tried to move our gear to the shore. States

and Pittman's boat sunk under the water

and shortly after Ned and Toph's joined

theirs. It took us half an hour to get one

boat out and the other was so wedged by
trees and sunk under a heavy current that

it was impossible and unsafe for us to

continue to try and remove the boat. We
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had some Snickers to celebrate the fact

that no one was hurt and we continued

on with now 4 boats.

Cautiously we continued on until we
arrived at the start of the ledges. Small

little drops that, because of the increased

water level, were small waterfalls. On
the third ledge, the infamous Indian

Carry, our boats all flipped and we lost

our K-Wan, 2 coolers, a couple boundary
bags, and another canoe. Down to 3

boats now we decided to portage on a

small trail to Lake Matagamon, about a

3-mile portage. The entire portage we
could hear the rushing waters alongside

us. After a few hours of back breaking

exhaustion carrying the gear, we made it

to the end of the trail and the beautiful

Matagamon.
We reentered the water and crushed

the 10 miles lake paddle. With our 3

remainingboats(Pittman,theHennesseys,

and 1 in one boat) we all had mojos. We
made it across the lake, to the dam, and
finally to the Matagamon campground at

8 o'clock. The owners were incredibly

kind and generous people to us and we
ran into Ted and Bank 11 who gave us

some extra food they had. We had some
of our own chili and after all moved our

sore, wet bodies into our tents and passed

out immediately. The day was done.

July 9th - Grand Pitch

Wewoke up late and bought any missing
gear we needed, almost clearing them
out of many things. We devoured Pop
Tarts and took off down the East Branch
of the Penobscot. We traveled with Bank
11 and in return for them helping us with

food, we helped carry their boats across

the 2V2 portages of the day. We hit Stair

Falls early with no flips and we watched
the young Bank boys shoot the same
rips with excitement. Along our way
past Haskell Rock and Pond Pitch, (two

massive falls we all portaged around)

we found some abandoned Wavus boats

and gear. We commandeered a boat and
extra food to replenish the fleet. At the

last portage. Grand Pitch, we set up camp
and looked at the monstrous waterfall

eating our giant pot of dank for dinner.

July 10th - Whetstone
Today we had a big day ahead of us.

We woke up at 7 to some more Pop Tarts

and cereal bars and got ready for our 20
mile day. Luckily we moving water most
of the day and we could float along in

the sunshine and enjoy our last large day
of the trip. We all got our tan on and ate

some PB+J floating along on the river.

Towards the end of the day, we hit the

Whetstone Rapids and finally hit big

moving rips without flipping and losing

our gear. We camped at the bottom of

the rips and ate the delicious chili we
had discovered in the Wavus boats.

Tomorrow would be the last day of our
river trip. We fell asleep thinking about
what that meant to all of us.

July 11th - Grindstone & Pinegrove
A short day for us and our last day in

our canoes. We ate the last of our Pop Tarts

from the store and set out in the nice cool

weather. We traveled along the moving
water until we made it to Grindstone, the

biggest rapids we hit and the most fun of

the entire trip. We ate lunch right before

we shot down the last rapids of the trip.

We all took on some water but no one
flipped except for Alex and Hass and we
all laughed knowing that everything was
good. As we floated on for a couple more
hours we got our last bit of tanning and
lounging canoe style before we pulled

up to the Pine Grove Campground. We
unpacked and got our gear organized for

our pick up tomorrow. We had an Iron

Chef competition for our last dinner and
all went to bed happy and a little sad that

the boys' last canoeing day as campers
was done.

July 12th - Baxter State Park
We slept in this morning and finished

our last breakfast while waiting for Reid
and Hackett to resupply us. When they

arrived about noon, we were resupplied

with packages and food for days. They
gave us a van and a trailer to drive

ourselves to Baxter State Park. We said

goodbye and hit the road jamming out to

some long awaited tunes. About a 2-hour

drive and we arrived at the park in the

sunny afternoon heat. We quickly set up
camp and then drove to the waterslides

to enjoy our lazy afternoon. We saw CJ's

group as they finished hiking Katahdin.

Returning to our campsite for dinner,

we had ourselves some massive well

deserved double burgers. The camp next
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to us, Camp Robin Hood, invited us over

for some dessert and we went to bed full

and excited to be done with the hardest

part of our trip and excited to spend a

couple more days lying low.

July 13th - BSP
This morning we woke up at 9 and

started to cook pancakes. Pittman and
Andrew accidently made all the batter

in the box so we had pancakes all

morning long. We even made some for

the Wavus group camped near us as they

were getting ready to hike Double Top
Mountain. We packed some bags and
did a short hike to a ledge to give us an

amazing view of Katahdin and the park.

The boys will all be hiking that mountain
next year for Maine Trails. We returned

and played card games till dinner which
we had amazing Double Downs made by
Andrew and Brooks.

July 14th - Northern Outdoors
We slept in again today and ate some

great breakfast sammies before packing

up camp to get ready to leave for Northern

Outdoors, the place where we would
raft the next day. We left to enjoy the

waterslides one more time with Eli and
LV III. The boys took an innertube down
the slides and we got another unexpected
chance to tan. We had some cold cuts

for lunch, then returned to the van for

a quick drive to the Northern Outdoor
Center. There we meet the Wavus LV and
had a game of volleyball and a bonfire

before the rain showed up. We heard that

we might have thunderstorms the next

day for rafting but we had a feeling that

it wouldn't be that way.

July 15th - White Water Rafting &
The Drive Home
We woke at 6 to be at the rafting center

for our 7 o'clock departure to the river.

We expected rain but to our surprise the

sun was shining and no hint of rain to be
seen for the entire day.

We were rafting with the Wavus group
but they couldn't go on the first couple
rapids which were class 5 rapids. With
5 in each raft, plus our raft guides Sean
and Todd, we shot the massive drops
called Exterminator and the Crib Works.
We were drenched with water and 1 had
never seen the water that high before. The
boys were ecstatic and they had nothing

but smiles for the entire day.

We picked up the Wavus girls and
my friend Erik joined us for the rest of

our adventure down the Class 4 rapids.

The rafting guides packed us a delicious

lunch of steak and rice. After lunch we
went to falls appropriately named Lose-

Your-Lunch Falls, the most fun of all the

falls. We shot the falls then carried the

raft up the rock to shoot it again and then

a third time. No one lost their lunch. Our
last falls were Abol Falls, our last Class

4.

When we returned to the rafting center,

the guides showed us a slideshow of our

trip down the falls. We all laughed at

ourselves having the time of our lives.

After we said goodbyes to everyone and
returned to our van for the long journey

home. We stopped at Dysart's for a family

dinner and returned to camp. Happy,
tired, and feeling like men for we just

completed our Long Voyage.

Nick Sanchez, HBC

Long Voyage III - The Long Voyage
June 29th

We woke up with the rest of camp,
a pretty typical morning. Since we
packed the day before, all of us were
almost completely ready to leave. We ate

breakfast and stuffed our faces with as

much food as possible before our Long
Voyage. Pancakes, cereal, OJ, and milk

were had by all and we were full by the

end of breakfast. We loaded our supplies

into the trailer right after our departing

announcement. Canoes ready and van
pulled up. We took our time to leave

and had a long ride ahead of us. All of

us took naps, some more uncomfortable

than others. We finally got to the Birches

campsite and unloaded our gear. Setting

up camp was quick and simple. We ate

dinner and went to bed before dark. We
have to wake up at about 4:45 AM. We
were about to embark on a Long Voyage.

-Michael Tirone

June 30th

We started the day early at 4:45 am
to beat the headwinds on the enormous
Moosehead Lake. We set off on our

Voyage. This was our first paddling day
so we all felt pretty sub-par at paddling.

We got to our campsite early at around

189



10 in the morning. Afterwards we had
naptime until hmch and then more
naptime until dinner. Needless to say it

was an eventful day and very exciting.

-George Cole

July 1st

This morning we woke up at 5 AM
and got paddling on Moosehead. After an
hour of paddling we got to the beginning

of the Northeast Carry. The portage was
really hard, but with the motivation of

getting to Big Island before Pietro, we
finished in under four hours and started

the long paddle down to Big Island. For

lunch we had cold cuts and for dinner we
had double bacon cheeseburgers, which
were delicious. We spent some time with
Allagash 3 and then eventually called it

a night. -Toofs Rowland
July 2nd
Today was the Horse Races; some

people laughed, some cried, but it was
all around one of the hardest portages we
did all trip. The day started at 5 in the

morning. We said goodbye to Allagash 3

and headed up the river 16 miles where
we had a lunch of pep and cheese. After

our late lunch we began the #horseraces.

We started off climbing the rapids. The
water level was lower than usual so we
could float the canoes upstream. We
pushed them for two hours until we hit

the waterfall.

At the waterfall the water got too deep
so we had to swim across the rapid to a

portage trail. We moved through the trail

to the other side where we then walked
in the rapids for another 2 hours until

we hit the dam. After we unpacked, we
had to prepare for a thunderstorm that

was quickly approaching. That basically

sums up day #4. -Mac Stevens

July 3rd
After a rainy night camped out of

Caucomgomuc Dam, our cabin woke
up to a sunny morning. For breakfast,

we feasted on double breakfast sammies
drenched in Franks and Worcestershire

sauce. We set out on the five-mile paddle
to Round Pond at around 11 AM. On
the way, we took our time, discussed

#Thrones, and spotted two moose. Day
5 was hands down the easiest paddle of

the trip.

Around midday, we arrived at the

Round Pond campsite and set up camp.
For lunch, we treated ourselves to grilled

cheese and a bowl of tomato soup. 'Twas
a good lunch. In the time leading up
to a dinner of Marcus' favorite (bacon
alfredo pasta), we dove face first into a

game of Dungeons and Dragons. Eli had
a dire wolf and a giant spider; things

got bananas. Finally we settled down
for dinner, watched the sun set, and fell

asleep. Except George, Andrew and Kam's
tent was kept up by some shenanigans.

Mac scared Kam something krazy. What
a hoot! -Andrew Binder

July 4th

Today was a good day. We were met
and re-supplied by Roscoe and Walter

and Dakota at around 1 in the afternoon.

Although we had a ton of gear to carry

on the Allagash Pond portage, we made
good time thanks to that handy dandy
cart. By the time we finished the portage,

rain and fog began to kick into overdrive.

Nevertheless, we crushed it yet again

and made it to the Ice Caves in less than

two hours. Binder built a stellar fire and
Toofs cooked tasty Philly cheese steaks

for dinner. Because tomorrow was going

to be an early morning, we went to bed
early. You know what they say: "The
early bird gets the worm."

-Eli Campbell

July 5th

We woke up at 7 a.m., and it might as

well have been December. It was arguable

forty degrees outside and windy, and
there was no sun at all to warm our skins

or our souls. We made the decision to

get back in our tents until 10 AM. At
some point we made our way into the

Ice Caves; they were interesting, and
definitely what we expected. They were
as good as advertised, and the campsite

was great. At about ten in the morning,

we finally set out after a slow and brutal

morning, including a breakfast of Pop-

Tarts and cold cuts. We paddled across

Allagash Lake into Little Allagash Falls,

and by then most of us had warmed up
and were pre-occupied, dodging rocks

rather then shivering.

We arrived at the campsite around

1:00, had PB&Js made by George and
then we all went into Binder's tent after

he made another fire. Dinner that night
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was chicken bacon ranch, which was
deHcious and following dinner was a

game of hot coals. The sun finally made
an appearance, which we took advantage

of taking pictures, enjoying the beautiful

sunset by the waterfall.

We decided to all sleep under the stars

by the waterfall, which were loads of

fun. 2:03 AM: Rain. We were all up in

a matter of seconds, scrambling to pack
up and run up to the tents before getting

soaked. What a great memory.
-Cam Stafford

July 6th

After attempting to sleep under the

stars, we found ourselves groggy but

awake. We broke fast with breakfast bars.

Once ready, we embarked onto the Little

Allagash Falls rapids. After completely

crushing the rapids, we started on Lake
Chamberlain. We paddle for a few hours

until we reached Gravel Beach. The
beach was jammed with a father-son Boy
Scout retreat as well as Wavus. Kieve and
Wavus togetherrrrr. After a quick bite to

eat we paddled on to Boy Scout. A funny
coincidence occurred consequently

because of our decision to eat bacon
alfredo pasta. Marcus Out.

-Marcus Pagliarulo

July 7th

We started day nine at nine o' clock.

After slowly breaking down camp we
enjoyed sausage, egg and cheeses. We
paddled 5 miles from Boy Scout to Field.

After arriving at Field we ate grilled

cheeses and set up camp. After Mac and
the other campers fenced with sticks,

we finished the day off with burgers,

courtesy of Toofs Rowland.

July 8th

Today was one of the easiest days on
our Long Voyage due to the short distance

it took for us to get from Field campsite

to Little Coffeelos. Unfortunately, a mile-

long portage around Webster Stream
made things slightly more complicated.

Nevertheless, we finished the portage

before 11 AM and paddled to our

campsite. -Kam Landry
July 9th

Day 11, also dubbed "Webster Brook
day" is widely considered the hardest

day of the trip. We woke up bright and
early and wolfed down two packs of

Pop-Tarts each. We got our canoes in

the water and started down the brook.

The beginning 2 thirds of the ten-mile

river paddle produced both waves and
deadwater.

After hitting the first two ledges, we
portaged around Indian Carry much to

the dismay of Kam Landry. There are

5 sets of rapids that we encountered
following the Indian Carry. Everyone
flipped or swamped at least once.

Paddles were both lost and found. We
also picked up gear belonging to our

bestie Henry Hass. We portaged around
Grand Pitch waterfall and after a late

lunch of pep and cheese (Mac destroyed

the pep stick), we began the ten-mile

lake paddle that marked the second half

of our long day. Due to being incredibly

#amped, those ten miles went by fairly

quickly. Once we got to the campsite, we
had a hearty helping of Dank! and soon
after found ourselves in La-La-Land.

-George Cole

July 10th

The brave, strong, handsome and
courageous men of Long Voyage 3

woke at Matagamon to a breakfast of

wonderful egg sandwiches. After we
wolfed down the sandwiches, we set

out on the river. Our day started with
a portage. We crushed the portage and
found a Wavus canoe to swap out with
our broken canoe. After Haskell Rock we
soon found ourselves portaging the Pond
Pitch portage.

After crushing the portage, again, we
paddled a wee bit more and reached
our campsite. At this campsite we
were greeted by yet another portage.

We portaged only the canoes this time

and left the other gear for the morning.
Finally after our long and trying day we
all went tubbing at the little eddy near

the Grand Pitch Waterfall. A ball was had
by all. -Marcus Pagliarulo

July 11th

This morning we woke up at 7:50 and
had to finish the portage we had started

the day before. All we had to do was take

our group gear. It didn't take too long

and by the time we got back, Eli and
Ian had the pot boiling for a hot oatmeal
breakfast. We also had trail mix with it

which filled us up nicely. We were done
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with breakfast and on the river by 9:30 in

the morning.

We weren't canoeing for long before

we got to the infamous portage dubbed
The Hulling Machine. The portage didn't

take long and we were back on the water

by 10:15. After that we had a very long

paddle that was 15 miles and we didn't

get into Whetstone campsite until 3:15.

For lunch we had a hearty serving of

blueberry mancakes with goldfish cooked
by Andrew and Michael which was
#super. After that we hung out and read

for a while and at 6:30 we had dinner.

Dinner was pasta alfredo cooked by Cam
Stafford. We had an early night and were
asleep by 8:45. -Toofs Rowland
July 12th

The last day of paddling is finally upon
us! We woke up at around 7 o'clock so

that we could seize the day and make it to

Pine Grove at a reasonable hour. We took

off at 9. After about two and a half hours

of paddling, we found ourselves at the

GRRRIIllNDSTONE campsite, and soon
after had a snack lunch that consisted of

Goldfish, trail mix, and Ritz Bitz peanut
butter crackers.

Following lunch, the time had
finally come for us to hit the infamous
GRRRIIllNDSTONE rapids, where some
fared better than others; Eli and Binder
swamped (Binder went down the rapids

inner-tube style), while others crushed
the rapids. Once we had finished the

infamous GRRRIIllNDSTONE, we lazily

paddled to Pine Grove, thus marking the

end of the canoeing portion of our Long
Voyage. For dinner. Cam Stafford cooked
us some epic rice. After Binder made a

fire, we engaged in some philosophical

conversations about a variety of topics

before slowly making our way to bed.

Reid was coming to resupply us in the

morning. -Eli Campbell
July 13th

Reid arrived at the campsite at 8:59 in

the morning, precisely one minute before

he said he would arrive. After loading

the canoes into the trailer and chatting

with Reid and Hackett about everything

Kieve, we hopped into the van and made
our way to Baxter, where we would be
spending roughly three days before

heading home.

Once we got to Baxter, we had a lovely

lunch of cold cuts and bacon. During
this time period, we got to hang out with
Long Voyage 2 and Sanchez, and pretty

much spent the rest of the day with them.

After engaging in some after-dinner

shenanigans with the other Voyage, we
went back to the campsite and drifted off

to La-La-Land with the expectation that

a thunderstorm was going to be looming
over us all day tomorrow.

-Eli Campbell
July 14th

We woke up late and had a fantastic

breakfast sandwich, which consisted

of syrupy bacon, egg and cheeses and
cooked roast beef. After we cleaned up
camp, we headed over to the water slides

where we ran met up with Long Voyage
2. We spent most of the day at the slides

and had cold cuts for lunch. After that

we had to drive and get gas for the van.

We wrapped the day up with hamburgers
and chilling at the campsite. We also

experienced Pterodactyl, a new and
improved game never before seen. Fun
and laughs were mutually exchanged
between counselors and campers alike.

-Mac Stevens

July 15th

To the dismay of absolutely no one,

we did not encounter any thunderstorms
on this day. We woke up and had an
incredible breakfast of bacon-corned
beef hash, an unbelievable new trend in

the breakfast department here at Kieve.

By 11:30 in the AM, we decided to head
to the water slides for a little while to

hang out with LV2 before their departure

to Northern Outdoors.

After another excellent cold cuts lunch,

and after Sanchez's cabin left the water

slides, Ian suggested we drive to the Big

Niagara trail and hike the 2 or so miles

to enjoy the water fall. Let's just say Big

Niagara was not a disappointment, as it

gave the boys a taste of what they would
experience next summer in Maine Trails

(Maine Trails has the opportunity to hike

Big Niagara near the end of the hiking

portion). Furthermore, at the waterfall,

we got to enjoy the scenery and reflect

on the trip as we relaxed and found our
zen-zone.
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Soon after that, we went back to the

campsite and packed up, and immediately
made our way to Northern Outdoors for

the night before a sweet day of white
water rafting. For dinner, our frequent

cooks, otherwise known as Toofs and
Marcus, cooked us some stellar Double
Downs with extra bacon and marinated
them in hot sauces.

We spent the rest of the night in the

lodge reminiscing about the trip and
discussing what the future would hold
for these Kieve guys. Some played board
games such as Monopoly, while Marcus,
Toofs, Cam Stafford and I talked about

everything Kieve. We hit the hay at 10,

excited for the early morning and what
Whitewater rafting the West Branch of the

Penobscot would have in store for us.

-Eli Campbell
July 16th

Today was an unforgettable day.

Not only did we wake up stoked for

Whitewater rafting, but we were excited

to get back into the in-camp Kieve group
after such a long and rough trip. Once
we put on our river booties and beautiful

#paddlejackets, we took a short bus ride

to where we would begin our day of

rafting.

The Exterminator and the Crib Works,
both of which are nasty class five rapids,

highlighted our morning of rafting

because of their intensity and the roller-

coaster ride they gave us. Surfing the

second ledge on Big Amberjack was also

a ton of #fun. After an incredible lunch
of chicken, steak, GORP, hot coffee and
chocolate, we made our way to Lose-

Your-Lunch Falls. Fun was had by all at

this point in our voyage, especially Toofs

Rowland, who was fortunate enough to

go for a swim twice in the big calm eddy
after being bucked from the falls. W

e then saw Maine Trails (confirmed

by Turney back at Kieve) lounging in

the distance at some waterslides, which
produced a big Kieve hoorah between
the two so-close-yet-so-far cabins before

heading off in different directions.

The entire day of rafting came to a

close several hours after lunch, and an
immense amount of fun was had by all.

Before bumping beats and heading home,
we watched the superbly crafted rafting

video that highlighted our best moments
down the river.

Following that, we began the drive to

Five Guys, where we crushed massive
double bacon cheeseburgers and Cajun
fries. Once our bellies were filled in a

way they haven't been filled in 18 days,

we drove back to camp satisfied and
amped for what the remaining couple
of days would bring. Kieve Babyyyy,
its been too long babyyy. Long story

short, Long Voyage 3 created many new
memories that will last for eternity, but

our final day of rafting and returning

home was a favorite amongst a plethora

of highlights. Thanks for a wonderful
trip boys. Babyyy.

-Eli Campbell, HBC

Maine Trails I - Maine Island Trail

& Appalachian Trail

June 26th

A rainy morning marked the start of

our Journey along the Maine Trails. After

a quick breakfast at Kieve, we loaded

up our trailer and set off for Bremen
with kayaks in tow. We set our boats in

the water, and as Hackett drove off into

the distance and we pushed off into the

waters of Muscongus Bay, the realization

that we had three weeks of adventure

lying in wait washed over us along with
the spray off of our paddles. We arrived

at the southern tip of Hog Island in

what felt like no time at all and enjoyed

some delightful grilled ham and cheese

sandwiches. Our day ended with a dinner

of marinated chicken burgers made all

the more delicious by the overcast skies

finally breaking and rays of sunlight

crowning our heads. This is shaping up
to be quite the adventure. -Turney

June 27th

Day 2 was fresh. Some boats decided

to try and look cool by paddling very

fast. Parker Dotson was among the

"Hardos". As we arrived at our campsite.

Thief Island, our "cool" JC, Chase,

stopped human erosion. Parker Dotson
complained about being hungry and his

lost ring. Sanchez aka Chez was j-chillin.

Will Bliss did not eat any nuts. The same
goes for Nathaniel. Throughout the day

Tristan thought "I'm so cool", and then

everyone slept. -Alex Armour
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June 28th

Day 3 was fresh to death. After

consuming 12.5 gallons of H20, we
needed to make an excursion to the town
of Friendship, Parker's precious was only

raised half-way. Turney saw a big jellyfish

and Chez was j-chillin. Turney had to ask

a foreigner the way to the public landing,

then we ate straight up PB&Js at the road

while Turney and a crew went into town
for water. We left for Otter Island, and
later that night we feasted on Dank. Cool

Chase enjoyed it. -T-Bone

June 29th

Day 4 was fresh to death all day. After

making a group decision to break for

the day, we sent a small search party

to look for the ring by the lighthouse.

Alex, Robert, Chase, Chez, and Augie
Buzby set out late in the morning. As the

others rested, killing time with assorted

shenanigans, Parker took an adventure

down the beach. An interesting rash was
spotted on Will's ear calling for immediate
surgery. The search party returned later in

the day, having only lost the mysterious

Augie Buzby. We mourned our loss for

the remainder of the day. Bliss went
another day without peanuts. Turney aka

Moose aka Reid commanded the cooking
of a delicious alfredo pasta to finish the

day. Ferocious cuddling followed for the

next few hours. -Tristan

June 30th

Day 5 was fresher than Salisbury's girls.

Turnbot woke us up violently once
again, startling T-Bone into a writhing

blob. We stumbled out to the beach for

a lovely breakfast of crunchy granola

and milk. We loaded up the kayaks and
made the trek back to Friendship where
we met the charming Hackett. The bus
ride consisted of duct tape and anxious
campers. Our put-in spot in Stonington
was occupied by Wavus upon our arrival,

who looked stunning as per usual. When
we arrived on the nearby Rock Island we
played a little bit of clap ball and taps.

Mac then cooked us all juicy cheese
steaks. As the sun set over the harbor, we
talked of fun times. Bliss once again ate

no nuts. -Will Bliss

July 1st

Day 6 was unreal. We woke up at Rock
Island and began cooking a breakfast of

sausages wrapped in tortillas. The day
was setting up to be absolutely gorgeous.

We then set off for open waters and were
greeted with a tremendous head wind.
We then battled through it, backed by
Robert Dettmann's powerful comments.
After setting across the bay, we arrived

at Kimball Island. Here we ate our lunch
of PB&J. The afternoon then consisted

of 'mmock naps and a very interesting

performance by Will. There was a very

good dinner put together by Parker,

Robert, and Alex, which was then

followed by a game of taps and clap ball

and later a later bedtime. -Parker

July 2nd
Day 7 was fresher than unreal. After

a late wake up, we had a hot breakfast

of oatmeal in preparation for a long Isle

Au Haut day. We paddled out around
the left of Kimball and halfway around
Isle Au Haut. Lunch (rocket fuel) was
served on a rocky beach facing the open
ocean. Parker, aka Smeagle, ate his

precious sandwich. On the way back to

our campsite on Kimball, we stopped in

town to refill our water jugs and also pick

up a few treats at the town's store. Back
at camp we relaxed for the rest of the day
and had a scrumptious dinner of pizza.

-Conner

July 3rd
We woke up around 9, since we were

originally going to have a rest day.

But Chase had found out through the

weather radio that the storm we had
been expecting would hold out until the

next day, so we packed up camp quickly

and made some easy peanut butter and
honey sandwiches. It was a little foggy

so we stayed closer together than normal.

Turney "The Navigator" Mckee safely

got us back to the campsite we had spent

our first night at. We made pancakes for

lunch, since we hadn't had time to make
them earlier and relaxed most of the

afternoon, waiting for the rain that never
came. It was Chez's birthday, but we
didn't do much to celebrate. We had rice,

beans, and salsa for dinner, and went to

bed shortly thereafter. -Nate

July 4th

Day 9 was by far the most Fresh of

all the days, we woke up very late,

because we wanted to sleep in. We then
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had breakfast and played some pine

cone basketball. Dettmann won with 14

shots sunk in a row. T-Bone lost with

an unreal 0. After, we went sun bathing

and found that several elderly explorers

had happened upon our island paradise.

They warned us of an impending storm,

and we began to batter down for the

night. -Mac

July 5th

One word, chill. 'Twas a darkand stormy
morning as MTl woke up to pelting rain

caught by surprise, we quickly packed
up and loaded the kayaks into the water

for one last time. We overcame the brutal

combination of magnanimous wind
speeds and huge waves to arrive on shore

greeted by The One and only. We opened
our mail, listened to "Homies", and held

hands at Walmart. After a rousing chant

of bomdalaylay, we headed out on our

journey with hearts full of promise and
mouths full of seeds.

We arrived at our first lean-to, Lehman
Brook. After a scrumptious meal of

crunch wraps we retired to our tents with
full stomachs and visions of thru hikers

dancing in our heads
-Robert Dettmann and Will Bliss

July 6th

We awoke early to the yummy scent of

breakfast "wiches". After digesting, we
came across our first river crossing and
the campers of Wavus (who had camped
50 yards down the trail and made it all

the way across the river by the early hour
of 11 o'clock). We took the drier, shorter,

more scenic, and arguably better route

across a log. We had a quick PB&J and
ventured on to Wilson Valley.

-Alex Armor
July 7th

After waking up early at Wilson Valley

lean-to, some of the fellas in the cabin

made a delish breakfast of pop tarts and
cereal bars (Team Cheerios lost). We set

out on the cloudy morning ready for our
first real challenge of the trip. The whole
cabin was at the ledges after a long, steep

hike and we nutritionized ourselves

with samitches. Barren Mountain was
summited later that afternoon, where
we got a great view. We also discovered

that the camera had encountered some
technical difficulties. We then arrived

at Cloud Pond and enjoyed fettuccine

alfredo in the grey evening. It drizzled as

we lay in our tents. -Conner

July 8th

Waking up to a beautiful day without

rain, we ate oatmeal as we prepared

to leave Cloud Pond, heading across

three peaks, eventually arriving at the

Chairback Gap Lean-to. First up was
Fourth Mountain, a short and steady

peak. We passed on to Third Mountain
where we stopped for a PB&J lunch with
a fantastic, sprawling view from the

rocky peak. After resting in the warm
weather and loathing in a cool stream,

we continued to Columbus Mountain,
a shorter peak, and soon arrived at our

lean-to just before Chairback Mountain.
We shared the site with some trail

maintainers but were still able to relax.

For dinner, we had planned pizza but

with the challenges of vacuum sealed

pizza crusts and a lost bottle of pizza

sauce, we improvised a pizza soup, or

poup. It was surprisingly flavorful and
we went to sleep well fed. -T-Bone

July 9th

Waking up to a simple yet good
breakfast of Pop-tarts we set off for the

day. To start the hike was the steep

uphill of a mountain which we quickly

surpassed. After a long 10 mile stretch

of gentle uphill, we stopped along a

river to eat sunflower seeds and PB+Js.

As an added challenge we decided to

push on past our original camp site,

Carl A Newhall, OT the next site two
miles away. After pushing over the final

mountain we arrived tired and ready to

rest. A cozy fire and dinner of bagels and
cream cheese and bacon sandwiches got

us all ready for a restful night to prepare

for the next day. -Will Bliss

July 10th

We woke up and began the day with
a breakfast of oatmeal. Immediately
after setting off we hit our first of 3

peaks. After bolting up two mountains,
we stopped and ate our lunch of PB&J.
After resting for a few more minutes and
digesting, we began our climb of the 3rd

mountain. The summit seemed to come
quickly, and before we knew it, we were
at the top of Whitecap, the highest point

on our trip other than Katahdin. We then
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walked down the mountain to our lean-to

4 miles away, East Branch. We made chili

for dinner and called it a night early.

-Parker

July 11th

We awoke to some lovely weather and
some fresh oatmeal after a leisurely hike

to a sweet campsite, called Cooper Brook
Falls. The lean-to sat beside a roaring

waterfall, and rainbows shown in the

misty air. Mac discovered a great way
to ride the current, which regrettably

resulted in Nate losing his glasses. Cook
crew whipped up a quick beef stew, and
we were lulled to sleep by the gurgling

waters. -Mac
July 12th

We woke up ready and excited for our

resupply. After a quick pop tart breakfast,

we headed out, hiking so fast we got to Jo

Mary Road, which was 3.5 miles away, in

a little over an hour. We feasted on junk

food and Gatorade before a simple cold

cuts lunch. We were excited to have news
of what had been going on in the world
(especially news of the World Cup).

Hackett, who brought us the resupply,

could not stay forever, so before we knew
it, we were packed up and on our way to

Antlers campsite, which we also reached
in record time. There, we had a great

time hanging out on a rock in the lake,

where we killed flies and fed them to the

fish swimming around us. We cooked up
a wonderful dinner of chicken-bacon-

ranch sandwiches, for which we luckily

had a side of guacamole (well spiced

avocado paste). It was delicious, and
before we knew it, we were going to bed,

excited for our next adventure.

-Nate Dogg
July 13th

Our morning at Antlers was one of the

more relaxed of the trip. Turney woke us

up at a healthy 7:30, and we spent the

early morning cooking up scrambled
eggs, bacon, and toast. We had a long hike

ahead of us, and stormed out of Antlers at

8:30 sharp. Our walk continued unabated
until 2:30, when we had completed all

but two of our 13.5 miles. We munched
on lunch on the shores of a lake and
prepared for the home stretch. Shortly

after, we arrived at our campsite to find it

occupied by Wavus and a gaggle of thru
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hikers. We set up our tents a distance

down the road and prepared for the rain.

We ate river rice in our tents and enjoyed
life in our tightly packed tent city.

-Robert Dettmann
July 14th

Today, the men of Maine Trails 1 had
a rare treat: due to our rainy morning,
we slept in a bit. Cook crew spent a

good amount of time making everyone
individual pancakes, and we took our

time packing up as we only had an 8 mile
day.

Our only real challenge of the day was
Nesuntabunt Mountain. It wasn't very

tall, but it was crazy steep. Regardless

the obstacle did little to slow the boys
as they pushed on, reaching the peak in

a short amount of time. Our reward was
an amazing view of Katahdin, just a few
days away.

After a short break, we pushed on
towards Rainbow Brook, our campsite
for the night. About a mile and a half

from the campsite, we stopped along a

brook for a lunch of tuna and pita, with
Snickers for dessert. After lunch we
made the last bit of our hike in little time.

We had a great campsite right next to the

brook. We ended our day with a fire and
baked potatoes. Katahdin or bust. -Chez

July 15th

Our campsite the night before had
become significantly more crowded
after we went to bed. A large group of

other kids had taken up residence down
the hill, but they slumbered on as we
prepared to leave for our final campsite

on the AT, Hurd Brook. We didn't stop

once the entire hike for longer than a

water break. The 12 miles disappeared

in record time, and we found ourselves

hopping across the rocks fording the

wide brook in under 4 hours. We all

sat around and gorged ourselves on our

now unnecessary snacks, and the day
was fairly quiet until well after we'd
dined on Dank. At around 9 pm a tree

collapsed under the weight of a thru

hiker's hammock and we were all roused

by the crash (except for Mac). Damage
wasn't particularly severe and we went
back to sleep shortly afterward. -Tristan

July 16th

The day had finally arrived. Our last



day of hiking with our packs on. We set

off eagerly down the trail after a rapid

breakfast of pop tarts and cereal bars. In

around an hour, we emerged from the

woods onto the Golden Road, a massive

logging road. We stopped at the Abol
Bridge camp store for some treats before

continuing on into Baxter State Park. The
path opened up as soon as we entered

the park, and we got to walk along

Nesowadnehunk Stream, from which we
saw Long Voyage 3 raft by. We continued

along past Big and Little Niagara before

arriving at Katahdin Stream. Shortly

afterward. Brownie showed up with the

trailer in tow and we set off to feast on
the resupply goodies. -Chase

July 17th

At last the day had arrived. We woke
early in the morning and enjoyed a

breakfast of orange juice, cereal, milk,

and fruit, thanks to the benevolence of

the directors. We then set off for the trail

head and the paramount feature of the

trip. The climb was steep, but without

the weight of our heavy packs we all but

jogged up the mountain. As the climb

got steeper and amounted to essentially

rock climbing, we moved all the more
quickly and enjoyed it immensely. At
the summit, we were delighted to have
clouds wash over us, partially obscuring

our vision of the distant Knife's Edge
and Chimney Pond. There exists no
comparable feeling to staring south from
Baxter's peak, looking out over the 100+
miles we had just walked. Maine Trails

1, signing out. -Turney

Turney Mckee, HBC

Maine Trails II - Appalachian Trail

& Maine Island Trail

June 26th

Roscoe brought us to what would be
the beginning of an epic 22-day journey.

With an easy 3-mile hike ahead of us

the boys enjoyed some of the last meat
and loaves of bread for 7 days in some
cold cut sandwiches. Upon arrival in

the campsite we feasted on thirds of

BBQ chicken and tucked in for an early

evening. -Tyler

June 27th

6:30 wakeup call for the 1st full day
of the trip. I think its safe to say no

one in the cabin is in the best of shape.

Today's 7.5 mile hike took us around 6 or

7 hours. PB&J tortillas provided us with

some mid-day fuel to finish up. Once we
got to camp everyone chilled before a

pizza dinner. Then we all headed back
to our tents to sleep before a long day
tomorrow. -Matt Harrison

June 28th

Early wake up for a great day ahead
of us. Today was one of the days that

would really test our abilities as a cabin.

Climbing around 2000 ft. elevation and
9 miles distance was brutal but we made
it. Great views, great break and great

pep & cheese at the false peak of Barren

Mountain. It took some time to get used
to, but after that long beautiful break

we got ourselves together and hiked the

remaining 3 miles and 750 feet up with
little water and less energy but made
it in an hour and a half to Cloud Pond
running on pure adrenaline. These men
and Jeff are beasts. -Matty Sullivan

June 29th

Another early wake up for another

long hard day for the men and Jeff Coote
of Maine Trails II. We woke up at 6:15

a.m. and after a quick Pop-Tart breakfast

we hit the trail at 7 a.m. Everyone was
a little tired and sore from the long hike

the day before, but were not intimidated

at all by the 7-mile 3-peak day ahead of

them. With barely any breaks apart from
a long one to enjoy the view at the top

of 4th mountain, we cruised over 4th

and 3rd Mountains. We stopped for a

long swim and lunch break at a beautiful

mountain pond. Our lunch consisted

of two snickers bars, jelly, Nutella, and
peanut butter (besides Jack, of course) all

enjoyed in a tortilla. We decided to call

it the Manhattan Project (one Snickers =

fat boy, 2 Snickers = little man). After the

long rest we wheeled over Columbus Mt.

and set up tents. Most people napped in

anticipation of a delicious meal of quinoa
and beans worked up by master chef Sam
Pinsky... Early bedtime for more tough
days ahead of us. -Leighton T. Galvin

June 30th

We awoke at around 6:00 a.m. to another

breakfast of oatmeal. After breakfast we
embarked on our 12-mile day. We began
the day by summiting a mountain with
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ease and continued until we found a

place to swim and eat a lunch of PB&J.
After lunch, we hiked a steady uphill for

7 miles and finally reached the 2nd and
last mountain of the day. A little more
tired, this one took us longer to summit,
but we arrived sweaty and proud. After

that we enjoyed a nice meal of fried rice

and called it a successful day.

-Jack Kilgallon

July 1st

As we woke up at 6:30, the men of MT
II were blessed with another beautiful

day. We began with fear in our hearts

at the day ahead and the pain that was
to be endured. Luckily we were able

to summon the strength necessary to

absolutely crush the mountains. As we
sat at the summit of the second and last

mountain, we took in the eye opening
view. After continuing downhill we
stopped for lunch and hiked a few more
hours. We reached our site, took a bath

in a swimming hole and prepared pesto

pasta. In the end men are good but God is

great! -Sam Pinsky

July 2nd
We began another early day at 6 a.m.

with PB&J wraps for breakfast. After

getting lost for a brief spell, we crossed

two peaks and reached B-pond road for

our resupply. We then stuffed our bags

and stomachs with food. Also we opened
the mail from our wonderful parents

whom we adore. We then hiked to our

campsite with heavy packs and swam
before a rainstorm hit. We then retired

after a delicious dinner of Quesorritos.

-Nate Stewart

July 3rd
Today we caught up on some well

needed rest, waking up at 7:30. It was
a slow start but after a breakfast of

bacon and eggs, we set off on the trail.

A pleasant 7-mile hike brought us to a

picturesque lunch location and a swim
in the lake. We then had to make the

decision of whether to stay at the site or

hike on for 3 more miles to the next lean-

to in order to cut into the planned 14-

mile day tomorrow. We decided to go on,

and arrived at the site during a moderate
rain shower. David then cooked us Stir-

fry, and we retired to our tents.

-Jeff Coote

July 4th

After a fairly early wakeup the men
of MT2 ate cereal bars to prepare for a

would be 14-mile day, ifwe had not done
an extra 3 miles the day prior, making
today's hike a mere 11 miles. The weather
was not very nice and was groggy the

majority of the day. We had delicious

PB&Js and banana for lunch and made
it to the campsite shortly after. Dinner
was pizza and afterwards we prepared
for tropical storm Arthur which loomed
ahead of us in the forecast. -Jake Taylor

July 5th

This morning we had a wakeup call

at around 9:15. Tropical storm Arthur
had just terminated, letting us continue

our journey to Katahdin. Our hike began
with the all so famous "pain in the a**

mountain", which gave us a spectacular

view point of the rest of our hike once
summited. It was a long and tedious

8.5 mile day. Not to mention the so

called "trail" was really more like a

never ending river. When we got to the

campsite, we were given our frequently

eaten lunch, pep and cheese (without

the cheese). After a few hours consisting

of reading and sleeping, Nate cooked a

delicious meal of Gato-Gato. Our friend

Earl was their to visit again this evening

and after talking for a bit we called it an
early night. -Andrew Conner
July 6th

Today we woke up at 7:00 and had
oatmeal and set out. We crossed a small

bridge and somehow no one fell in we
started walking and Leighton hiked

with Earl for a small section of the trail.

We kept hiking after a lunch of tuna

and hiked up Rainbow Ledge and then

back down to the lean-to. Fried rice was
delicious and our sleeping bags never

more comfortable. -David Regal

July 7th

The 11 men of MT2 and Jeff Coote

head out on their last hike of the trip

with their overweight packs. A glorious

day it was indeed, 13 miles of sore feet

and tired backs. Twas the day these lads

crossed roaring rapids that could have

taken down the mightiest of ships. These
companions are not as soft as they were
when I first came across them. We all

made it to the campsite and were greeted
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by Roscoe who was bearing many gifts.

We rested up for the hike up Mt. Doom
tomorrow (Mainers call it Katahdin).

-Gui

July 8th

We awoke this morning to a delicious

B-fast of cereal and real milk before

beginning our hike up Katahdin. The
rest of the group made it up K-Tad in

2 hours and 50 mins to meet the early

birds and take a picture. We descended
the mountain and took our time getting

psyched up for kayaking. We enjoyed

a historic meal of 5 Guys and collected

some much needed wares before paddling

to Rock Island beneath the setting sun.

-David Regal

July 9th

A well-needed sleep in day finally

occurred today and even though most
were awake by 10 no one emerged
from their tents until around noon . At
noon I decided to start breakfast which
also turned out to be lunch. Delicious

sausage, bacon, and cheese sandwiches
were served and there were seconds.

After lunch we chilled for a little while
before venturing about a half hour away
to another island to spend the rest of

the day. Burritos were whipped up to

satisfy our hunger for the night. After we
retreated to our tents for the rest of the

night. -Matt Harrison

July 10th

We had another late wake up followed

by a leisurely morning. A lot of the crew
slept in hammocks, tanned on the beach,

and slept in their tents until late in the

morning. We feasted on Cheerio bars and
spent more of our time being lazy. After a

lunch of PB&J bagels and bananas, some
guys explored the beach and attempted

to journey around the entire island,

however we made it about a quarter of

the way around before turning back.

At this point Pinsky and Gui paddled off

to the hospital to get Sam's foot checked
out. After a while of waiting and cooking

Dank over an open fire on the beach Gui
returned without Sam. He convinced us

that Sam had broken his foot and been
taken back to camp, luckily it was an
elaborate prank and Sam is okay. Thanks
to that little venture, we didn't pack up
and move today which everyone was

happy about. -Matty Sullivan

July 11th

We once again had a late sleep in and
everyone woke up on their own time.

We were in no rush for the easy paddle
we had ahead of us. When everyone was
awake, we munched on a breakfast of

granola and grape nuts, then we began to

pack up the kayaks and prepare for our

journey from Russ Island to Hell's Half

Acre. The paddle took less than an hour.

Once we arrived, many of the men went
swimming and tanning before enjoying a

nice stick of pep for lunch. We chilled

until dinner, macaroni and cheese with
tuna cooked by yours truly. Overall it

was a pretty chill day, and I'm out.

-Leighton T. Galvin

July 12th

After a late sleep in we awoke to

oatmeal being made for breakfast. After

oatmeal we relaxed until about 10:30

and then packed up and began our

paddle for the day. We planned to stay at

Rock Island but there was another group
staying there so we decided to head back
to Russ Island. Once we got there we
enjoyed a lunch of PB&J. We then relaxed

for the rest of the afternoon, swimming
and sunbathing. Finally after a game of

liar's dice to determine who would eat

first we enjoyed a dinner of chilli and
rice and called it an early night.

-Jack Kilgallon

July 13th

7:00 a.m. wake up for Trails II today.

After a PB&J breakfast, we were off to

get picked up and resupplied. The One
picked us up and brought us to a pizza

place for lunch. After that we got dropped
off on the Atlantic and had some hard

paddling to do.

After some tough head winds and
3-5 foot swells battering our boats, we
stopped short of our intended target

Otter island and camped on Gay Island.

I impressed everyone with a memorable
rendition of the entire Footloose dance

routine, in all I'd give the performance a

cautious 7/10 rating. -Sam Pinsky

July 14th

We woke up on the 17th day on the

Island of Gay. After eating a breakfast

of sausage-egg-hash brown parfait. we
packed up and sailed away. Although

202



the wind and wave conditions were
nothing compared to before, the thick

fog challenged our map reading more.

We then made a quiet journey across

the open sea, ending up safely across

at the exact point we intended to reach.

We reached our final destination Crow
Island at around 5:30 but we quickly saw
the campsite was occupied. Then we
decided to make the quick paddle over to

Hog Island. Our Philly boys Sam Pinsky

and Jeff Coote made us a great dinner of

Philly Cheese Steaks. *Things got weird*

The cabin then fell asleep quickly after

exhausted from our long paddle.

-Nate Stewart

July 15th

We woke up on our own time this

morning and arose to a thick fog out

on the ocean. The smell of breakfast

Sammies drew everyone out of their

tents. Unfortunately the fog impeded our

plans to move to another campsite, so we
all returned to our tents to play cards and
shoot dice. We then had afternoon naps
and awoke to eat tuna sandwiches as an
appetizer to our dinner. We had a hearty

dinner of potatoes, bacon, and onions,

and retired to our tents with hopes of

better weather for our last day in the

bay. -Jeff Coote

July 16th

Today we slept in due to heavy fog and
a small craft advisory. The day consisted

mostly of playing card games and
hanging around the fog shrouded beach.

Everyone was excited to see Muscongus
Matt, the harbinger of goodies. The night

was long and the tents full of excited

campers ready to head to camp the

following day. -Andrew Conner
July 17th

Final day of Trails - we woke up at 7,

ate some bagels and paddled to Bremen.
We were picked up by Roscoe who
ferried us to Damariscotta Mills so that

we could paddle back to Kieve. We met
up with Trails III and paddled the Bill

Gribbell into camp. Great Entrance, Great

Trip. MT II Out. -Jake Taylor

Tyler Hill, HBC

Maine Trails III - Appalachian Trail

& Maine Island Trail

June 26th

Starting hiking today was nothing

short of incredible. We woke up early

from camp, departing at seven a.m. and
drove three hours until arriving at the

start of the one-hundred mile wilderness.

From there we hiked ten miles to our first

campsite, Wilson Valley Lean-To. The day
required three river crossings with only

one river containing a forting rope with
a moose carcass greeting us at the other

side. This was the first day of our journey

with the legendary "Squanto" (long live

the stuffed raccoon). We learned quite a

bit about pacing the groups as there were
three definitive groups, one fast, one
medium, and one much slower. The three

groups met at the lean-to at the staggering

time of eleven p.m. and devoured well

deserved chicken and cheese burritos.

-Chase Clarke

June 27th

We woke up at seven a.m. after a very

long night. We set off at nine a.m. after

a yogurt and granola breakfast. We were
moving slow as it was our first real

morning and we didn't really have our

tripping heads right yet. We followed

Ben Dixon, our new pace setter, until the

Long Pond Lean-To where we split into

two groups, the slower group an hour
behind.

Both groups hiked Barren Mountain,
most likely our steepest ascent, with
a heart breaking false peak halfway
through. At the top the views were
amazing! Lakes and rolling green peaks

could be seen for miles. We started our

descent towards Cloud Pond Lean-To
where the slower group was greeted by a

fire and grilled hamburgers. On a sadder

note, Squanto perished at the hands of

Brandon. All together it was great and
uplifting compared to the day prior.

-Josh Reilly

June 28th

Today we woke up earlier than the

previous mornings at six a.m. Eating a

breakfast of eggs we broke down camp
and were out of Cloud Pond Lean-To
by eight. We walked slowly but steadily

and made our way to the top of Fourth
Mountain, a snack and a break with
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water was all that was between us and
our next peak, Third Mountain. We
had a lunch of peanut butter, nutella,

and jelly sandwiches. After lunch we
continued on to bag our next two peaks,

Columbus and Chairback Mountains. We
got into camp around five-thirty and had
our first opportunity to relax with some
daylight before preparing dinner of beef

stew and rice. Hammocks were hanging
and tensions were finally easing as we
watched the sun set through the trees.

-Sammy Denby
June 29th

'Twas another hard day without our

beloved friend Squanto as remorse and
deep sadness hit the campers when
they awoke at Chairback Gap Lean-To.

We feasted upon powdered milk and
raisin bran as we packed up camp and
started our journey of ten miles to Carl

A. Newhall Lean-To. The cabin soon
realized hiking down the "Chairback"

portion of the mountain that the meal
of cereal was just not going to suffice for

the rest of the day, or even until lunch.

Morale was low as we trudged down
the rest of the mountain, fortunately, a

quick snack break boosted spirits. We
eventually stopped at the other side of the

Pleasant River to quickly devour peanut
butter, nutella, and jelly sandwiches.

Tempers got high on the last four miles of

the day but we all persevered and made
it to camp at around six p.m.

-Gordon Van Johnson
June 30th

As the boys ofMTIII set out from Carl A.

Newhall Lean-to and began the infamous
four peak day. We kept a relatively

fast speed summiting the first three

mountains of the Gulf Hagas Mountain,
West Peak, and Hay Mountain. We
quickly set out to get to the top of White
Cap, the tallest peak of the day, where
we were expecting an amazing view. The
rumors did not disappoint as we came to

the top of White Cap and were greeted

with a great view. We enjoyed PB+J
Burritos and took in the view. We started

our long 4 mile, 1,750 foot decent to

East Branch Lean-to and arrived at 6:30.

Our dinner for the night consisted of

meatless Dank with caramelized onions.

We talked and rejoiced in the fact that we

had completed one of the most infamous
days of Maine Trails. -Jack Davenport
July 1st

We began the day like any other,

however, the wake up time was an hour
later than the normal 6 a.m. In spite of this

extra hour of beauty sleep. Cole looked
just as bad as usual. After cleaning the

pot, we ate oatmeal. The group then filled

up on water, and hiked up to Mountain
View Pond. The mosquitoes on this day
were almost unbearable. The men of

Maine Trails 3 then climbed the steep

cliff face of Little Boardman Mountain.
This was a special moment because it

was our last mountain for nearly 30
miles. From that point on it was smooth
sailing as we made our way to Cooper
Brook Falls. Once we settled, everyone
swam, ate Nutella, and used the nicest

privy that I have ever seen.

-Greg Venizelos

July 2nd
Contact! We woke up early, around

five a.m., our bellies full from our hearty

cereal breakfast. We left after a personal

best turnaround time of one hour.

Entering the forest, our fearless leader

Ben Dixon strode forth at an unexpected
speed of just under three miles per hour.

Due to our new accelerated pace we
made it to our resupply location at Jo-

Mary Road earlier than expected, 7:30

in the morning. Kieve came through

with a stunning first resupply. Reid

greeted us around nine with raspberries,

blueberries, oranges, letters, and news
from the outside world. We also enjoyed

the extended amount of food for lunch,

cold cuts after nearly a week of PB&J was
truly a delight.

Debating on where to stay for the

evening we chose Antlers Campsite, only

four miles past our resupply due to our

knowledge of an upcoming storm. We
rolled into the site with full backpacks
three hours after waving to Reid as he
drove away on Jo-Mary Road. We set up
our gear and swam in the beautiful Lower
Jo-Mary Lake. The water was refreshing

and the sun hot, but soon the clouds

came. The on and off rain made for

some double rainbows over the lake but

proved to make cooking more difficult.

We enjoyed somewhat soggy steak and
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cheese sandwiches and the boys of MT
III braved the storm and made S 'mores.

We then mentally prepared for a fourteen

mile day, from feast to famine...

-Patrick Friend

July 3rd

We had a beautiful view to our eight

a.m. wake up call. The sun rose over the

glassy water and shined through tent

doors. After a nice breakfast of yogurt

and granola dispensed by the one and
only Henry Clark, we set out on the

longest trek of our trip. We left Antlers

and headed for Wadleigh Stream. At
about ten a.m. we reached Potaywadjo
campsite for a short break. We continued

on and stopped for snack at Deer Brook
where Brandon's nose out of nowhere
began streaming blood. After we had
treated the bloody nose from hell, we
departed for Nahmakanta Stream for

lunch where there was nearly a mutiny
when Gordon helped himself to two of

the remain three slices of bread, making
it apparent that he was going to be the

only one who got seconds.

Our second snack break on this long

day was at the State Campsite on the

shores of Pemadumcook Lake where we
met a thru-hiker who was familiar with
Kieve and its values. Right before we left,

the thunder rolled in and we crushed the

final four miles in no time. We arrived

at the campsite at five-thirty, took naps,

ate some double downs, chicken-bacon-

ranch, and went to bed with another

fourteen miles under our belts.

-Harris Clark

July 4th

July Fourth! It was pouring and, after

a long thunderstorm all night, we woke
up at six -thirty in an attempt to outsleep

the rain. Six-thirty was sleeping in for

us on the trail. While Cole and Brandon
made a small fire to boost morale, Henry
made bacon, egg, and cheeses on bagels.

After packing up we left at eight-thirty.

We summited Nesuntabunt Mountain
two hours later and after a snack break
enjoying the views, we started the descent

and hiked until around one p.m. where
we slammed a quick lunch of pepperoni
and cheese in the rain.

We crossed the bridge at Pollywog
Stream only to find a man around eight

hundred yards into the trail with two
blown knees who had been there for an
hour and was extremely thankful to see

us and our handy satellite phone. Our
counselors called 911 and waited for the

wardens to show up and the campers
continued to the nearest lean-to two and
a half miles ahead. The counselors did

not arrive at the Pollywog Stream Lean-

to until seven p.m. and we had a quick

dinner and went to bed a little damp and
nervous about what had happened that

day. Thank goodness for us or that man
and his son would have had an extremely

difficult time. -Brandon Hawley
July 5th

Morale was low as the men of MT III

awoke to yet another wet, cold morning.

As the cabin packed their gear, we ate

a quick breakfast of powdered milk
and cereal. The day began with a high

river crossing and we continued hiking

and swapping stories and talked about

Max Heap, a thru-hiker that we had
met at Rainbow Stream Lean-to. As we
continued on, the rain began to stop and
morale lifted.

As we neared the end of Rainbow Lake
we stopped for a lunch of PB&J in the

high winds. Morale continued to rise as

we picked up speed and warmed up and
began to summit Rainbow Ledges. When
we finally reached the top, we took a

short snack break with a perfect view of

Katahdin, which seemed unbelievably

close. We finished out the last few miles

of our day and arrived at camp around
five forty-five p.m. We had a delicious

dinner of Dank and retired to our tents

with thoughts of Katahdin and sea-

kayaking in our heads. -Ben Dixon
July 6th

We woke up this morning at Hurd
Brook campsite around six and warmed
our stomachs with hot oatmeal. We
departed around seven forty-five for a

twelve mile day. We hauled through our

first two plus miles and emerged from
the woods and on to the Golden Road
and saw the sign we had all been waiting

for, the end of the One Hundred Mile
Wilderness! We crossed the Penobscot
River via the Abol bridge with a view of

haloed cloud covering Katahdin. At the

Abol Bridge the counselors treated the
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boys to a soda and a sleeve of cookies.

Patrick was especially excited with his

Moxie.

We hiked past Abol campsite all the

way to Big Niagara Falls where we had
a lavish lunch of Canadian White bread

with fluff PB&Js. The last three miles

were buggy and sweaty but nothing felt

better than being greeted by THE William
Hackett at Katahdin Stream Campsite.

We enjoyed Brats, double cheeseburgers,

cake, cookies, and packages from our

resupply. We finished the night drying

our boots in preparation for our summit
of Katahdin the next day.

-Henry Clark and Cole Phillips

July 7th

Today was epic! We summited
Katahdin in three and a half hours, to find

a gloriously foggy and frigid peak. Despite

the lack of a view we persevered, cheered,

and took a few photos with the seemingly
golden summit. We took a slightly longer

than expected time to get down from
the summit as our knees were sore from
a long hundred plus miles of hiking.

Unfortunately, we couldn't eat pizza as

is a Kieve tradition after our climb but

we managed with a quick delicious fast

food meal followed by a four hour van
ride to Stonington Harbor. We unpacked
the car and then launched for our first

day of sea kayaking around seven p.m.

It was a quick and easy paddle to. Rock
Island. Upon arriving we were greeted by
a sandy beach, sweet salt air, and a view
of the dimly lit sea side town.

-Chase Clarke

July 8th

The morning ofthe eighth was mystical.

Many campers awoke in the wee hours of

the morning, subconsciously thinking it

was another day of walking the stretch

of land known as the Hundred Mile
Wilderness. But upon that waking
moment realizing things have changed,
they were Rock Island and a wonderful
wet adventure awaited them. Later that

restful morning, the wise leaders Cole
and Henry awoke the remaining sleepy

travelers. They spent a peaceful morning
consuming granola with warm powdered
milk and fruit. The morning was spent

doing as you pleased.

Then, at eleven thirty they broke down

camp and set forth from Rock Island in

their kayaks in search of more adventure.

They trekked a mile in just forty minutes
and reached the small peaceful island

ironically named "Hell's Half Acre."

They spent the day sunbathing, eating

cold cuts, and having a jolly time in one
another's company.
At one point in the mid day they

viewed a mighty triple masted schooner
setting anchor just fifty yards away
from the low tide line. To make things

even more scenic, Patrick noted the

porpoises breaching the silky blue

waters in between the shore we sat on
and the anchored schooner. For dinner

we enjoyed chicken, cheese, and pepper
quesadillas wrapped in burrito form. The
day closed with many laughs, vigorous

and enthralling discussion of the days to

come. -Josh Reilly

July 9th

Two weeks! Today we woke up
around eight a.m. and immediately had
corned beef hash and watched the large

schooner sail away. After that, we broke
down camp and loaded our kayaks. We
set on going south, and battled vicious

headwinds for most of the day. In the

morning, we had one time that we had
to cross a large section of relatively open
ocean. With the headwinds, it was tiring

and wet with sea spray. We stopped
for lunch at Round Island. Much to the

dismay of some campers we devoured
tuna sandwiches.

After lunch, we caught some rays at

Round and then continued on our last

stretch of paddling in the headwinds to

Wheat Island. We relaxed for the rest of

the afternoon, then we had alfredo pasta

for the dinner on a large rock outcrop.

After dinner, we gathered to watch the

sunset of oranges and purples. We went
to sleep preparing for our long day of

circumnavigating Isle Au Haut.

-Sammy Denby
July 10th

Isle Au Haut!

The cabin awoke to another majestic

Maine oceanic landscape at around seven
fifteen. The campers ate an extremely
underrated breakfast of granola bars

with honey, nutella, and peanut butter.

MT III then set off to circumnavigate
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Isle Au Haut, a truly daring task, only

accomplished by the few and the brave.

The Island of Isle of Haut is a small

Maine community, isolated from the rest

of the world. Our task of making it to the

community was crucial because we had
finally ran out of water and lAH was our

best opportunity. lAH is five miles down
to the southern end making the day a

long and strenuous one.

After paddling around the island, for

what seemed like days, MT III stopped
almost halfway on the east side on our

way back up for a lunch of PB&J with
nutella on tortilla. The cabin ate quickly

and napped in the sun and then we
continued paddling. We did a little extra

work at the end of the day to go back to

the small general store on lAH and got

the boys some ice cream for their hard
work. Stomachs full and water refilled

we paddled to Harbor Island for another

rock outcropping dinner watching the

sun set. Dank with fresh bacon, peppers,

and pasta was on the menu and we
feasted as if we were in Pasquaney. A day
to remember forever.

-Gordon Van Johnson

July 11th

Today was super fantastic. We spent

the night on Harbor Island, which was
extremely fun. We swam in the chilly

water of Stonington as a cabin. As an
additional treat they boys of MT III ate

cinnamon buns cooked with loads of

butter in the fry bake. On top of that we
ate frosted mini wheats with powdered
milk. This was the most full the cabin felt

in a morning for almost the entire trip.

Since we didn't have a long paddle
ahead of us we spent the duration of

the afternoon sunbathing. It was one of

the most relaxing days I have ever spent

on a trip, and well deserved. We had a

super lunch of grilled cheese and tomato
soup that warmed the already sun baked
stomachs of the cabin.

We broke down camp and paddled to

Rock Island where we ate chili and rice

on the beach. As a change of pace, for

our last night in Stonington we slept on
the beach and played a game of Russian
roulette with the tide. A full moon made
the tide extremely close but we were glad

to see that at ten forty-two the high tide

was a foot from the ends of our sleeping

pads. The boys stayed up together and
told lore of hiking, what felt like years

ago. -Greg Venizelos

July 12th

Today was swell, Gole turned twenty-
two years old. We woke up after sleeping

on the beach, our sleeping bags crusty

with salt spray. We proceeded to eat

a breakfast of delicious hot milk and
granola, and paddled to Stonington boat

launch to be picked up by the ONE. We
seamlessly transferred to Muscongus Bay
via van and trailer. A kayak nearly fell

off due to some faulty half hitches but

our counselors came to the rescue with
exquisite knot tying skills.

WE neglected to eat lunch because we
are just so beyond it at this point in the

trip, and once the boats were loaded in the

water we paddled towards Otter Island.

Three miles later we realized that it was
a Saturday and the island was infested

with sunburned tourists so we continued
on. Navigation skills were on point and
we only got briefly confused as to where
we were once. We made land at Crow
Island at around seven p.m. and were
quick to set up camp and start cooking

steak bombs. Hungry bellies were filled

and we went to sleep thinking that we
were only four more nights away from
getting back to camp. -Jack Davenport

July 13th

A normal morning, we awoke at

roughly eight a.m., consuming our

breakfast sandwiches of sausage, egg,

and cheese on English muffins in a

relaxed manner. One member of each

kayak group paddled around the island

to make loading and launching kayaks

quicker, as the new spot was easier to

access. We left at roughly 9:30 A.M. and
began our paddle to Bremen.
Once there we dropped our trash and

then changed direction, heading against

the wind and waves for the remainder

of the day. After roughly two hours of

paddling, we arrived at Thief Island

and set up camp. For lunch we dined

upon peanut butter, jelly, and nutella,

sandwiches. Afterwards we swam,
tanned, and read on the beach. We
enjoyed the sun after hearing a weather

report on the radio that suggested this
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would be the last time we would have

sun for the trip. For dinner we had brats

cooked over the fire. After enjoying the

campfire into the night we retired to

our tents, preparing for rougher weather

conditions to come. -Patrick Friend

July 14th

We all woke up on our own time and
emerged from our wooded tent sites to

find the very reason we were not awoken
earlier. Dense fog encircled our island

making the nearby islands invisible. We
ate oatmeal and watched the lobsterman

dart around in their boats relatively

unfazed by the lack of visibility. The
sun poked out around eleven but the fog

was unrelenting. A boat in the distanced

seemed to be driving straight towards

our island until we noticed the name
"Snowgoose III" on the side. The cabin of

South Townsend was spending the day
with their leader John Goodman.
We ate grilled cheeses for lunch and

after made the decision to take the day
off as the fog inhibited all travel. We
searched for ways to occupy ourselves

in the boredom of what felt like being

stranded in the open ocean. We tanned,

read, searched for places to defecate, but

to no avail was the boredom hindered.

We simply ate an early dinner of pizza,

cooked a variety of ways, and went to

bed around eight-thirty hoping that we
could get off Thief the next day.

-Harris Clark

July 15th

Today was another slow one. Slept a

whopping eleven hours and woke up
around nine o'clock to even thicker fog.

Breakfast was granola bars with peanut
bars and the day of deliberation began.

We twiddled our thumbs and decided
that we were getting off the island at

some point but we had no idea when. We
packed up our tents and loaded the boats

around ten thirty, and then we waited.

Lunch of tuna in the fog and it got

thicker. It continued to get thicker but

around four o'clock the counselors made
the executive decision that we would
navigate through the fog via compass
to the nearest land mass and follow it

along the coast all the way to Hog Island

to get water as rations were getting low.

We pushed off and in fifty feet we were

in the abyss, nothing to direct us but the

arrow on the compass pointing us due
west. Land Ho! The land emerged from
what looked like nowhere and blank
faces turned to grins. We followed the

land and made it to Crow Island after

filling up water. Pizza for dinner again,

which was not our best meal but food

none the less. Our second to last night in

the woods and people were ready for the

next day. -Brandon Hawley
July 16th

The boys of MT III relentlessly awoke
to their very rainy final full day. After

enjoying a meal of Oreo pancakes, the

cabin read, slept, and played lots of

chess. This continued through a lunch
of PB&J nutella sandwiches. As the

rain started to let up and the afternoon

winded on, the boys received the rather

upsetting news that due to the weather
Mr. Kennedy would not be able to make it

for dinner. Having planned meals around
this, we did what any great Maine Trails

cabin would do, we made the best of

what we had, two limes and some water.

We collected mussels, steamed them,
and squirted limes on them. A lovely

dinner for the gents and we all went
to sleep knowing that this was the last

night we would grace the woods with
our presences. -Ben Dixon
July 17th

We woke up to slight rain but knew
that we were home free. We packed up
boats without breakfast and paddled
over to Bremen landing to be picked up
by our fearless Hackett. The boys of MT
III and MT II shared stories and hugs
as they met up and realized that their

journey was over. We hopped in the van
and were dropped off at Damariscotta

Mills to embark on our final paddle into

camp to see everyone at G-Swim.
Here's the twist, both MT II and

MT III paddled in on the Bill Gribbell

establishing their posts as the stuff of

legends. 24 boys, 4 counselors, and four

rafts of campers watching as the Gods of

Maine Trails made their way back to their

old stomping grounds. Legendary trip,

legendary gents, legendary memories.
Long Live MT III First Session Summer
2014! -Cole Phillips and Henrv Clark

Henry Clark, HBC
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Second Session Trip Reports

Junior Kieve Courage - Hog Island

August 5th

Junior Kieve Courage embarked on
their first camping trip on the fifth of

August 2014. The fourteen of us started

our journey at Pemaquid Point to see the

legendary white and black lighthouse so

famously positioned on the Maine State

quarter. We hiked around on the rocks

by the sea shore exploring the tide pools

that James, Carson, and Logan took a

great deal of time observing.

Once we had our fill of nature we
hopped back into the vans and drove

to Bremen Landing to meet Captain Bill

and the crew of the Snowgoose 111. We
packed up the boat with our boundary
bags and travelled within viewing
distance to Hog Island. We docked and
dropped everything off on the island and
we were right back on the Goose to travel

out into the bay to pull some lobster pots

and go for a swim in the chilly Atlantic.

Once we pulled some lobster out and
learned a bit about what kind of lobster

you can keep and what kinds have to be
returned to the ocean, we anchored and
went for a swim. Johnny was the first

camper to jump off the roof with George
following soon after. Logan, Lorny, Colin,

Xander, Carson, Grayson, Banks, and
James all jumped off. Once the jumping
had stopped, we snacked on some M&Ms
from Captain Bill's secret stash. The sun
was getting lower on the horizon so we
knew it was time to start heading back to

our campsite on Hog Island.

That night we ate butter pasta with
a side of bacon. While the counselors

were preparing dinner, Logan, Grayson,
Henry, and James made a shelter/fort

with driftwood and ocean debris and
Peter and Colin played Frisbee. After

dinner everyone moved to the beach to

enjoy s'mores in celebration of Logan's

birthday. Everyone brushed their teeth

and made their way to the tents for a

night of sleep.

August 6th

We awoke to rainy tent flies and a cooler

morning but the scrambled pancakes
with Oreos warmed everyone up. Once
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all the plates and cookware were cleaned

by Lorny and Colin, we then assembled

as a group for a hike around Hog Island

with Muscongus Matt. He showed us all

the wild things you could eat around

the island like stuffing lemon grass into

raspberries and a lemon blight. We had
lots of fun and returned back to the

campsite to breakdown our tents and
leave no trace.

We took kayaks back to Bremen
Landing and Henry managed to flip his

kayak but was rescued by the power boat

Matt was driving hauling gear. The trip

was not over yet. Thanks to the Weiss
family we were allowed to get whatever

we wanted at Round Top. There were
milkshakes, large ice creams, and Peter

even got a root beer float. Because of the

cool weather we opted out from going to

the Mills to jump, seeing as so many of

the boys had jumped off the Goose the

day prior. Instead, we went to the Great

Salt Bay School playground and had a

wicked game of hide and go seek. Just

like that we were back at camp getting

ready for Evening Activity. We returned

all the wiser and ready for our last few
days at camp. Cole Phillips, HBC

Junior Kieve Kindness - Hog Island

August 5th

The boys ofJK Kindness awoke anxious
for the journey ahead. After breakfast, we
piled into our white 15-passenger van
and drove down to historic Pemaquid
Point. A snack of Rice Krispies quelled

our hunger as we explored the lighthouse,

fisherman museum, and rocky coastline.

Ezra, Cohen, and Jake enjoyed watching
the waves crash up close while Will and
Alexander climbed up on the rocks.

By noon, we were back in the van and
on our way to Kieve Landing at Bremen,
where we met up with JK Courage and
JK Respect. JKC would be joining us for

the night on Hog Island while JKR was
on their way back to camp.

After a lunch of turkey and cheese
sandwiches, we loaded our gear onto
the Snowgoose. We, on the other hand,
traveled to Hog Island by way of kayak.

Ezra and Hugh were experienced
kayakers and led the charge while others

were kayaking for the first time. Once we

arrived at Hog Island, we brought our gear

over to our campsite and began setting up
tents. Sevi, Aidan, Ben, and Ian worked
hard, ensuring that we were poised and
ready to meet Muscongus Matt. Matt,

Kieve's educator in residence on Hog
Island, led us on a short hike around the

island that included a sampling of Hog's

edible plants and animals. Cohen and
Alex's favorite dish were the sand fleas;

nature's Pop Rocks. We also stopped for

a sojourn in Indian Cove where many
tried their hands at skipping rocks.

After the hike, Greg began cooking

our dinner of pasta with extras such as

peppers, chicken, and bacon. Though
some didn't like vegetables, some didn't

like meat, and some didn't like pasta,

everybody found something to eat.

Alexander was the winner of dinner,

for he not only ate his own plate but

also finished off the extra food his cabin

mates couldn't eat. After dinner we
gathered with JK Courage for a campfire

and s'mores on the beach, a satisfying

end to the first day of our fabulous trip.

August 6th

Having spent the night out in tents

rather than in our cushy cabin back at

camp, the rising sun awoke most of us

much earlier than usual. But we were
able to keep it together until 7:30 when
the first lesson of the day was taught:

breaking down camp. Together we
packed our bags, rolled up our tents,

and policed the campsite for trash and
lost belongings. The reward for our hard
work was a breakfast of Oreo pancakes.

Shortly thereafter, we met Captain Bill,

Megan, and Blizzard for a ride on the

Snow Goose. First, we helped Megan pull

up her lobster traps and the boys had a

blast holding the small lobsters and crabs

they found inside. Next, we laid anchor
and began the age-old ritual of jumping
off the Snowgoose and swimming around
in the ocean. Andrew was first to take

the plunge, and soon Owen, Walt, and
Hugh joined him in a continuous chain

of jumps. Then, back to Hog we went for

a delicious lunch of PB&J with chips on
the side sent straight from Laguna Beach
by Mrs. Del Col.

Along with JK Courage, we finalized

our packing and boarded the Snow
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Goose back to Bremen. No Kieve trip is

complete without a trip to Round Top,

so of course we had to drop by. Our
last stop was Damariscotta Mills, where
we had the chance to jump off a bridge

into Damariscotta Lake. Will splashed
us with his cannonballs while Hugh
spun 360s. Everyone had a great time.

We returned triumphantly to camp with
horns blaring and music blasting. Thank
you, JK Kindness, for a wonderful trip

and an unforgettable 10 days together. I

hope to see you all back next year!

Greg Ferland, HBC

Junior Kieve Loyalty - Hog Island

August 6th

After a classic breakfast of bacon and
eggs, the boys of JK Loyalty packed up
the vans and prepared for their trip. We
departed from ol' Kieve around 10:15. The
energy was high as we cruised southeast

toward Pemaquid Point Lighthouse. On
the way Tobey kept the good vibes rolling

with his dance moves.
When we arrived we found the tide

rising and the waves crashing against

the rocky coast of Maine. It was a foggy

morning and the horizon was a mysterious

sight to see. The horizon and the sky

blended into one indistinguishable wall

of blue and white fog. The sound of

lobster boats lurking in the dense mist

was heard as the boys explored the rocks

looking in the tide pools, watching the

waves crash, and climbing the steep

rocky cliffs. Will San Jose and I tried to

see who could get the closest to the edge

as the waves burst on the rocks.

After getting wet and hungry we all

packed into the vans and made our way
North to Keene Neck Road, Bremen. We
arrived at the Kieve landing and made an
epic lunch of peanut butter and jelly with

bananas and Milky Ways. We loaded up
with sunscreen and then boarded the

Snowgoose III. On the Goose Captain

Bill helped us pull some lobster traps

and taught us about the lobster species

and the lobster business. JK Loyalty

found out first hand how physically

demanding it is to be a lobsterman and
we all appreciated the effort that goes into

catching a "keeper." John, Martin, and a

few others enjoyed watching some seals



through the binoculars. Before we knew
it we were cruising over to a swimming
spot. Many of the boys jumped off the

roof of the Goose into the cold water.

However, some nearby, monstrous rain

clouds that were flickering cut our

swimming short. Given the weather we
called it an afternoon and made our way
to Hog Island.

At the island we set up our tents

before joining JK Perseverance for some
exploring on the beach. Eli and Will

Benford made an elaborate Frolf course

within the main area of camp to keep

themselves entertained. Within a few
minutes everyone was hungry so we
decided to start dinner. With the help

of Walker we grilled some kielbasa and
bacon, boiled some pasta and made a

great batch of "meat-pasta." The day
ended while we watched a great sunset

behind the island and with a round of

Reeses s'mores.

August 7th

The day started early. Most of the crew
was up and socializing by 5:00 AM. After

some discussion, everyone quieted down
for a couple more hours' sleep. When
we finally all got out of our tents it was
a beautiful day. The sun was out, the

bugs were gone and the gang was excited

for kayaking and exploring more of the

island. We cooked up some sausage,

egg, and cheese sandwiches on English

muffins before breaking down out tents

and gear. Ryan was notably the fastest at

taking his tent down.
Once we had packed up everything, we

grabbed our water bottles and followed

Muscongus Matt onto the trails behind
the camp. On the trail it was fascinating

to see all of the interesting plants. Matt
pointed out nearly a dozen different

plants to eat and we even tried a few. Our
favorite was the raspberries with lemon
grass. We even tried a mustard-spice
tasting plant named "sea rocket" and even
ate some sand fleas. Sand fleas are little

bouncy shrimp which we popped into

our mouths live. Among the brave souls

to try these shrimp were Luke, Eli, and
Will Benford. The whole hike Thompson
enlightened us with his endless supply
of wilderness knowledge.
The tide was on its way out when we



arrived back at the main camp area. We
ate a good lunch before paddUng our

kayaks back to Bremen Landing. On the

paddle back Griffin impressed me with

his perseverance, knowing nothing about

kayaks at the start but he quickly learned

and was a very fast kayaker. We loaded

up the vans with our gear and we said

goodbye to the rocky Maine coast.

On the way back we made sure to stop

for ice cream at the famous Round Top.

The boys were content and happy but the

adventures were not quite over. We made
another stop at the Damariscotta Mills to

jump off a short bridge. Everyone must
have jumped around 10 times before we
decided to head back to Kieve after a

solid belly flop from Chris. We rolled up
to the top of the hill with classical music
blasting at "Volume Max" and smiles

on our faces, ending our short but sweet

trip. Freddy Bower, HBC

Junior Kieve Perseverance - Hog Island

August 6th

We awoke on the morning of August
sixth, roused by the singing birds outside

our cabin and the light from a cloudless

sky streaming in through the windows.
Or at least the kids were; Jack and myself
were roused by them a little bit after

the fact. We couldn't fault them though,

for we were mere hours away from
our overnight on Hog Island, which is

perhaps the defining feature of our 10-

day session.

After a quick and delicious breakfast

we headed back up to the cabin to double
check the packing that we had completed
the night before. Everything seemed to

be in order so we set off for Pemaquid
Lighthouse with Freddy Bower and
JK Loyalty. Following a short drive we
arrived and spent some time exploring the

rocks. J.D., Tommy, and Gray frolicked in

the foaming surf as the rest of us looked
on. Caleb unfortunately suffered a brutal

toe stubbing, but managed to fight back
the tears and triumph over the pain.

Once we had had our fill, we loaded
back into our 15 passenger van and set

off for Bremen landing.

We enjoyed a very pleasant drive along

the coast en route to Muscongus Bay.

Addison exhibited both his singing voice
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and his extensive knowledge of just about

every song on the radio. We arrived at

our landing just as JK Kindness returned

from their day on the Snow Goose, and
as they unloaded their gear we enjoyed

lunch. Davis discovered his love for sun

butter, our favorite peanut substitute.

After JK Courage returned from their

paddle back from Hog Island, we hopped
in their kayaks and set off. The paddling

skills of 10-year-olds are often variable,

but we found ourselves to be a relatively

even pack, Emily included. Colin led the

charge with Jack and me, and we found

ourselves arriving at Hog Island after

only fifteen minutes, where our very

own Muscongus Matt greeted us.

We set up camp and descended down
to the beach for some muscle hunting.

Garret searched far and wide, combing
the beach, only to find a peace of white

driftwood that oddly resembled a fallen

seabird. James, who roamed from group

to group, motivated his cabin mates

to continue the search for saltwater

delicacies, while Holeman accompanied
him and Addison waded through chest

deep seawater trawling with a net.

After checking out the Hog Island

touch tank and rousing Brooks from

an impromptu nap, we filed up to start

cooking a hearty dinner of Philly Cheese
steaks. It was then that Campbell asked

perhaps the best question of the trip:

"Turney, do you prefer Perseverance

or Horse People?" I'm still not sure.

Following dinner we set up a campfire

on the beach and enjoyed some delicious

Reeses and Milky Way s'mores. After

a few rounds of Mafia we went to bed
exhausted.

August 7th

JK Perseverance awoke to a gorgeous

morning on Hog Island. We whipped
up a quick breakfast of bacon, egg, and
cheeses and then packed up all our gear

in anticipation of Captain Bill's arrival

with the Snowgoose. As he drifted up
to the dock we prepared to board. In

a matter of minutes we were off, and I

could practically see Will shaking in his

water shoes as we approached the first of

four lobster traps. Although we caught no
lobsters that met the legal requirements

for consumption, we had a great time

hauling up the pot and endorphins were
flowing as we moored the boat in our

swim spot. James was perhaps the most
enthusiastic when it came to jumping
off of the Snowgoose, and his appetite

for adventure was insatiable. Following
our swim we returned to Hog Island

briefly to load up the Snowgoose with

our equipment. A short boat ride was all

that stood between us and our return to

Bremen Landing.

Upon returning to Bremen, we quickly

packed up the vans and left in a convoy
with JKL. A quick stop at Round Top filled

our bellies before we set off to the Mills

for some bridge jumping in the warm and
familiar waters of Lake Damariscotta.

Soaking wet and with drooping eyes, we
packed up one last time and returned to

Kieve. Turney Mckee, HBC

Junior Kieve Respect - Hog Island

August 4th

The boys of JK Respect and I began
our day with a normal 7:30 wake up at

Camp Kieve. We ate breakfast in camp
and quickly got ready to go on our

adventure. Upon packing up the last

few items we needed for the night and
the next day, some of us discovered that

our bags were very heavy. Philip Sears

and Jack Pyle were no exceptions; they

were practically falling over! A little

over-packing was not going to stop us

though and we continued on. At 9:55,

five minutes ahead of schedule, we were
on our way out of camp. I drove the big

van with Chris while Claire and Mike
drove behind us with all of our gear.

Charlie and Daniel had a ton of fun in

the front row of the van, leading the boys
in bouncing and dancing to the music.

Our first stop was roughly 30 minutes
away at Colonial Pemaquid, specifically

Fort William Henry, a fort built in the

1600s to protect the early settler town
of Pemaquid. The boys had a great time

climbing around in the old structure.

Griffin especially had a great time, taking

a particular interest in both the history

of the fort and its good hiding spots. We
took advantage of the photo opportunity

and took many great pictures. Jack W.
insisted on large group selfies, so we
obliged him. Misha declared that he did
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not like pictures, and did his best to avoid

them. However, a group effort from the

council team managed to capture some
pictures of all of the boys atop the fort.

From there, we went to Pemaquid
Point and the Pemaquid Lighthouse, the

southern tip of the Pemaquid Peninsula.

Try saying that five times fast! The
lighthouse is aMaine landmark, thoughno
longer functioning. It sits atop a roughly

100-foot drop that overlooks the open
ocean. The boys marveled at the view
and the large, undulating, and ultimately

crashing waves that rhythmically beat

the rocky coast. Jack P. did a great deal

of thinking at the lighthouse, striking

many contemplative poses. We gathered

for another group photo, then packed up
and made for Bremen Landing, where
we would spend the majority of the

remainder of our adventure.

Once we arrived at Bremen, we ate a

nice lunch of sandwiches (PBJ and deli

meats) and Goldfish. Then we prepared
to get on the Snowgoose, Kieve's lobster

boat. Activities on the Snowgoose usually

include jumping off the roof, fishing, and
pulling up lobster traps.

Unfortunately, we were only able to

pull up traps and jump, in spite of John
and Ivey's convincing arguments in

favor of fishing. The boys of JKR were
undeterred, however, and had a blast

regardless. Every single boy jumped off

the roof of the Snowgoose, a feat that was
most impressive. Griffin took jumping
a step further, taking the leap over 50
times!

When we got back to Bremen from our

fun on the Snowgoose, we unloaded our

bags and set up camp. Once everyone was
moved in, we started up a game of Steal

the Bacon, wherein two teams compete
to steal an object from the middle of the

field. Wyatt proved especially skilled at

the game, consistently racking up points

for his team through both his speed
and his ingenuity. Daniel also brought
home the bacon and was never afraid to

sacrifice himself for the sake of the team,

regularly diving across the line to earn

the point.

After some fun and games, we settled

down, enjoyed a delicious dinner of

chicken-bacon-ranch sandwiches, and
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migrated over to our campfire. Chris

shared an extensive history of Star Wars
with the boys while I prepared s'mores

for the group. Both the stories and the

treats were devoured eagerly. Daniel

emerged as quite the comedian when
in the presence of s'mores, telling many
tales of cacti and kickboxing. Eventually,

the fire began to wind down and we went
to bed with full bellies and happy hearts,

ready for our adventures the next day.

August 5th

We rose around 8:30 to the sight

of Wyatt, Colin, Edward, and Jack P.

attempting to catch fish with a net off

of the dock. It was quite comical to

watch the boys run up and down the

ramp to the water to fetch and try new
gear. Unsuccessful yet undeterred, the

boys rallied to the picnic tables where
Chris prepared some delicious breakfast

sandwiches.

From there, we got ready to paddle

to Hog Island. The trip is only a few
hundred yards and takes about fifteen

minutes. Most of the boys made it over

safely, though Daniel managed to flip

himself twice. When we arrived, we
unloaded our kayaks and got ready for

our day.

Our guide, a man named Muscongus
Matt, gave us a tour of the island and
demonstrated which flora and fauna

were edible. Jack P. enjoyed the sand fleas

(a type of shrimp) a great deal. Charlie

was very curious about the plants, and
stuck close to Matt to learn as much
as he could. At one point, we passed a

large mud flat where Philip C, Daniel,

Wyatt, Jack P., and Jack W. got as dirty

as humanly possible. Daniel and Philip

C. had an especially good time rolling

around in the mud.
When we finished our hike, we took a

quick dip in the ocean to clean off and
then paddled back to Bremen. From
there, we drove to the Damariscotta

Mills, a roughly ten-foot bridge, where
we did some jumping.

After that, we headed to Round Top Ice

Cream where we enjoyed a nice treat and
made our way back to camp. All in all, it

was an excellent trip. I hope to see all of

JKR next year! Logan Jackonis, HBC

South Glenayr - Damariscotta Lake
July 29th

The gentlemen of South Glenyar awoke
on Tuesday morning, both wishing Jack a

happy birthday and excited for the day
ahead. We went to breakfast and then

quickly came down to the cabin to grab

our gear. We cleaned the cabin up before

we left, grabbed some canoes from the

leach field and loaded out boats at the

waterfront. We took to the water at 10:30

and got to the campsite within the hour.

After getting all our gear up, we set

up tents and got our lunch of chicken

patty melts going. We digested our meal
and started up a large fire. In the midst
of the fire tending some of the campers
swam off the dock and collected clams
from the lake bottom. We were visited

by some Kieve fisherman at around three

and watched them catch some pickerel

and perch.

Dinnertime rolled around and we began
our two-hour process of cooking the

finest trip pizzas that have ever and will

ever be created on a Kieve trip. Needless

to say the reviews were extraordinary.

Jack was very pleased, as pizza is his

favorite meal. We ended the night with
S'mores and hit the tents excited for the

day to come.

July 30th

The boys woke up around seven-thirty

and began the day playing cards and
relaxing in the tents. As soon as everyone
was up and moving around the campsite,

the Oreo pancake making commenced. As
each pancake was passed out the eyes of

the campers who had not yet eaten grew
along with the size of their stomachs.

After pancakes were consumed and the

cooking area was cleaned, the guys hit

the lake for some swimming. After an
hour or so we jumped in the canoes and
headed to the shallower part of the lake

to check out a beaver lodge. After the

swimming and canoeing tired us all out,

we took a rest hour on the dock as the

sun blared down and dried us all out.

We awoke from our naps with
empty stomachs and the thought of

cheeseburgers on our minds. The burgers

were cooked along with upwards of three

hundred slices ofbacon. We devoured our

meal of meat and then quickly packed up
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our site and paddled back to camp with

our first overnight of the session under
our behs. Henry Clark, HBC

South Glenayr - Sugarloaf Mountain
August 9th

The day began as all others do, but

with a twang of excitement. The time

had come: we were about to embark on
our Sugarloaf trip. We went to breakfast

and then came back to the cabin, cleaned

it up, and hit the road for Cathedral Pines

Campsite. The drive was about three

hours long but felt like a breeze as we
jammed to 92.3 "The Moose" the entire

way.

When we got to the campsite we were
very pleased with the vast space we
were given to call home. We quickly set

up camp and got a fire going. For lunch
we ate double downs and enjoyed them
around the blazing fire. We hung out

in our hammocks, played Frisbee and
relaxed till dinner. We ate Philly cheese

steaks for dinner and cooked biscuits and
cinnamon rolls for dessert. We ended the

night with a cabin meeting, med minute,

and an awesome game of mafia.

August 10th

We woke up at 8:30 and quickly got the

day rolling. We ate a breakfast of yogurt

and granola and hit the road for Sugarloaf

Mountain. We got to the parking lot of the

mountain and stared at the beast we were
planning to conquer. The hike went very

smoothly and with only a few stops we
were at the top in two hours. We enjoyed
our sandwiches and some Cheetos at the

top and sat in awe at the incredible view
that we had just endured for.

After an hour on top, we made our
descent back to the parking lot. Before

we knew it, we were back in the vans and
headed for the campsite. We immediately
got the fire going once we got to the

campsite and lounged around it in our
hammocks and crazy creeks, relaxing

after the strenuous hike.

In the midst of our relaxation, a

thunderstorm moved in and blew a

thunderclap off right on top of us causing
our kids and counselors to run for their

tents screaming. The storm moved out as

fast as it moved in and with the clear skies

we got our dinner of cheeseburgers and

tater tots rolling. The night ended as the

previous one did with a cabin meeting,

med minute, and a couple diabolical

games of mafia. We hit the tents tired and
with full stomachs.

August 11th

We slept in on the third morning or

tried to sleep in at least. Some of the

guys were up early running around the

campsite but the counselors let it fly, as

it was the last day in the woods.
When everyone was finally up and

moving, we all wished Henry Stone a

happy tenth birthday. We ate a filling

breakfast of sausage, egg and cheeses on
English muffins teamed up with biscuits

cooked on the MSR stove. Tents were
taken down, the campsite was swept for

trash, and we hit the road for Kieve.

Henry Stone's parents treated the cabin

to a lunch of pizza from the one and only.

Domino's Pizza. We devoured the pizza

while watching the Augusta townspeople
go about their Monday business. We
arrived at Kieve at 3:15, cleaned and
put away our gear, and called the trip a

whopping success. Henry Clark, HBC

North Glenayr - Mt. Megunticook
July 25th

On the Friday of July 25th, 2014,

the men of North Glenayr started their

journey towards Camden Hills State

Park. After leaving camp following

breakfast, the group made it to their

campsite and began setting up for their

overnight primer.

Once settled in and the lunch hunger
satisfied, the group began the hike

towards the summit of Mt. Battle. They
reached the destination 1.5 miles and
800 feet later and soon enjoyed the

view overlooking the beautiful Camden
harbor.

After snacks at the top and a speedy
descent from the mountain, the boys
got back to the campsite, started a fire,

and began preparing for dinner. Chicken
and bacon sandwiches were on the

menu for the night, followed by a s'more

filled bonfire. After numerous games of

mafia, the group got themselves to bed in

preparation for tomorrow's endeavors.

July 26th

Waking up relatively early, the boys
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immediately started to clean up the

campsite and pack the vans for leaving.

Before doing so, a breakfast of Pop-Tarts

and bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches
was enjoyed.

Soon enough the group drove to the

trailhead for Mt. Megunticook, a 2-mile

and 1,385 foot climb that would take

about an hour and a half to ascend.

After munching on some cold-cuts at the

summit for lunch, the boys climbed back
down and hopped in the van for their

drive back to camp. The trip was nothing

short of thrilling, and only served as

a prep and excitement-booster for the

cabin's longer trip to Fort Island later in

the session. Ed Haubenreiser, HBC

North Glenayr - Fort Island

August 3rd
On Sunday, August 3rd of 2014, the

men of North Glenayr departed for

their journey towards Fort Island. The
adventure began at Colonial Pemaquid
where the group was set off into the

harbor in eight aluminum canoes.

After a fierce battle of going against the

current and strong headwinds, the boys
stopped at a nearby island for a lunch of

pepperoni and cheese. Once the energy
that was lost was replenished, the boys
were back out paddling on the water.

The paddle took about five hours,

arriving at the island around four in

the afternoon. Once camp was set up,

the boys played games and snacked
on the appetizer of chips and salsa

before indulging in the main course:

cheesesteak and bacon quesadillas. By
the time stomachs were filled, the group
had just about had enough of the day and
decided it was time for bed.

August 4th

The boys awoke the next morning to

the cooking of bacon, egg, and cheese
sandwiches. Shortly afterward the meal,

representatives from the Maine Island

Trail came by and the group assisted

them in cutting down and getting rid of

one of the invasive plants on the island

known as Bittersweet. Once the job was
complete, the boys enjoyed a lunch of

chicken strip grilled cheeses.

The rest of the afternoon was filled with
exploration of the island and the area

around it. There were plenty of sights to

see and creatures to find, such as shells

and crabs. Once the dinner of pita bread

and bacon cheeseburgers was consumed,
the group relaxed with a warm campfire

and even warmer marshmallows. The
boys soon grew tired and called it a night

in preparation for the long paddle the

next day.

August 5th

After another morning of bacon,

egg, and cheese sandwiches, the group
packed up the gear, took down camp,
and set off on another long haul on the

water towards Damariscotta. With the

current running with the group, the

longer paddle managed to take the same
amount of time as the first one, entering

into the public landing of downtown
Damariscotta around a quarter to four in

the afternoon. Needless to say the kids

were wiped out after such a fun-filled

and extraordinary three days!

Ed Haubenreiser, HBC

North Townsend - Mt. Megunticook
July 29th

Our trip started at around 10 A.M.
We left Kieve in our van and headed
for Camden Hills. After a quick stop at

Dunkin' Donuts where our counselor,

C.J., got us Munchkins, we arrived at our

campsite. The counselors taught all of

the campers how to find firewood, set up
their tents, and set up camp.
Once camp was set up and all the

campers knew the ropes, we headed to

the base of Mt. Battle. It only took us

about an hour to get to the top. At the top

we enjoyed Snickers bars and the great

views of the ocean. We then returned to

our campsite and enjoyed huge Philly

cheese steak subs. After hanging out

around the fire we went to sleep knowing
that tomorrow we would be hiking a

much larger mountain.

July 30th

We awoke around the same time we do
at camp, 8 A.M. We ate delicious breakfast

sandwiches prepared by all three of our
counselors. We then broke down camp
completely. We loaded up our van and
did one final sweep of the campsite.

North Townsend then drove to the base

of Mt. Megunticook. We quickly hiked to
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the top and enjoyed more amazing views

of the ocean. Once at the bottom we ate

cold cut sandwiches and drove back to

camp Kieve. The trip was short but filled

with laughs, good food, and good views.

C.J. Richardson, HBC

North Townsend - Mt. Megunticook
August 6th

Our trip started with Reid Anderson,

the tripping director, driving us to our

put-in point in South Bristol. The campers
were so excited to tackle the paddle to

Fort Island. We pushed out around 12

pm and quickly had a cold cut lunch in

our canoes. We then paddled the three

miles to Fort Island with a few breaks

and stops. The kids were determined to

get to the island to start exploring. After

about an hour of paddling we reached

our destination.

We swiftly set camp which included

our tents, tarp, and putting away our

canoes. We then hunkered down in our

tents and braced as a quick thunder and
lightening storm rolled through. We then

explored the island, went swimming,
and enjoyed double bacon cheeseburgers

for dinner. The night ended with hot

chocolate and marshmallows.
August 7th

We woke up and looked outside our

tents and noticed nothing but sunshine
ahead of us for the whole day. The day
started with breakfast burritos prepared
by our counselor Max. After breakfast we
went and started looking for crabs and
swimming in the ocean. The campers
enjoyed playing in the different tides

that the ocean threw at us.

For lunch we enjoyed double downs,
which are two breaded chicken patties

with bacon and cheese in the middle,
prepared for us by our counselor Garret.

In the afternoon the kids looked for

firewood and taught all three of the

counselors how to play the card game
Magic. At this point the entire cabin

knew how to play the game.
For dinner we had dank, which is

a Kieve term for Mac N Cheese. Before

retiring to our tents for the night we had
S'mores and told scary stories around the

campfire.

August 8th

We woke up a little earlier than day
two because we had to break down camp.
After enjoying breakfast sandwiches
prepared by our counselor C.J., we started

the break down process. We had to take

down our tents, pack up our personal

gear, and get all of the group gear together.

Once this was done, we started to load

up our canoes and prepare for the longer

paddle that we had ahead.

The day was beautiful and the paddle
went smoothly. We paddled four miles

in two hours. Our Ritz girl Ryan and the

tripping director Will Hackett greeted us.

We then stopped at Round Top for ice

cream and headed back to camp.

C.J. Richardson, HBC

South Bunkerhill - Hog Island

July 31st

Our trip started at 10 a.m. when we left

Kieve and headed to Bremen landing.

We had a solid breakfast of waffles before

heading out. When we arrived at Bremen,
Muscongus Matt greeted us on the dock
where the Snowgoose departs from. We
carried our kayaks to the rocky beach and
loaded Matt's boat with our gear before

headed across the bay to Hog Island.

On the paddle over we encountered a

seal, which took a particular liking to

one camper Luc Ribault and followed

him. When we arrived at Hog Island,

we unloaded our gear and set up camp
in a nice grassy opening overlooking

Muscongus Bay.

After establishing our presence,

Muscongus Matt led us on a perimeter

hike of the island. Halfway through we
stopped at a beach to relax for an hour or

so. The kids spent there time by building

a giant sand village filled with hermit

crabs and seashells. Afterwards the boys
assembled a raft made of driftwood and
rope.

When we returned hungry and muddy,
we swam and some jumped off the

dock into the cold Maine water. After

Swimming we returned to our campsite
to find Henry Beveridge preparing Philly

cheese steaks for the boys. We dined
like gentlemen and cooked s'mores and
fresh wild local mussels harvested by the

South Bunkerhill shellfish squad over
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the fire. After a long and fulfilling day
we slept well in anticipation of what the

next day had in store for us.

August 1st

We woke up at 7:30 am to clear skies

and breakfast sandwiches before scouring

the beach for critters. We called it aqua
foraging. After a muddy but successful

morning we made PB & Js. Post lunch we
prepared ourselves for the paddle to Crow
and Crotch Island which we explored,

finding osprey nests and sea glass. After

a snack of animal crackers and Cheez-

Its we paddled back to Hog Island and
took down camp before paddling back

to the Bremen Landing. We loaded the

vans upon arrival and the boys waited

in anticipation of Round Top ice cream.

We screamed for ice cream and headed
back to camp prepared to see what was
in store for us next. Ben CoUey, HBC

South Bunkerhill - White Mountains
August 8th

The first day began with the boys of

South Bunkerhill enjoying their last

breakfast in camp, which was luckily

cinnamon rolls. After breakfast we
loaded the kids and gear into our dual

van trailer convoy and headed south

towards the White Mountains. We
reached our campsite in less than 4

hours with a quick Dunkin Donuts stop

for munchkins.
Upon arriving we established camp

and the boys started a fire while Ian

Travis, Henry Beveridge and myself
began preparing Philly cheese steaks for

dinner. We planned on a heavy meal and
a good night's rest in order to summit
Mount Washington the next morning.
August 9th

South Bunkerhill had an early morning
waking up at just 6 a.m. and convoying
to the trailhead, Pinkham's Notch. Once
there, we ate our hearty breakfast of Pop-
Tarts and cereal bars, then we refilled

our water bottles before the hike.

The hike began with two miles leading

to the base where were began our assent

along the Lion Head Trail. We hiked hard
for a couple more miles before seeing the

summit engulfed in clouds. We rested

on the Lions Head Bluff and ate snacks
before doing our final push to 6288 ft.

Whoever carried the wooden Katana,

which we brought from camp, was
designated as the leader of the group.

The sword was handed off from hiker

to hiker as all of the kids took a turn

to lead before we reached the summit.
Cabins who hiked before us completed
the round trip hike in 10-11 hrs. We used
this as added incentive and completed
the hike as a cabin in less than 8 hrs. We
all had some Swedish fish to replenish

and reenergize before we headed back to

the campsite.

At the campsite we built a large fire.

Bacon cheeseburgers were for dinner

and after dinner everyone was tired and
slept soundly. Ben Colley, HBC

South Townsend - Hog Island

July 30th

The boys of South Townsend said

goodbye to camp this morning than

hopped in the van and headed to Bremen
Landing in Muscongus Bay to spend a

night at Hog Island. We arrived at the

landing with the sun shining and brought
our gear down to the docks where we
waited for Matt, who works with us out

on the island. Matt greeted us and took

our bags and food over in his boat. While
he graciously did that favor for us, we
grabbed the small kayaks "funyaks" and
paddled the short distance to the mile

long Island of Hog. As soon as we were in

the water we were greeted by Wavus who
had stayed the night before and we raced

to the island to show them we were ready

to be on the ocean and paddle. We made
it to the small beach first and celebrated

by setting up our tents in victory.

After setting up camp we had some big

cold cut sandwiches with all the works.

After lunch. Matt came to see us and took

us to the dock to jump in the cold sea

water and enjoy the sun. We also checked
out the small little museum the Audubon
Society set up on the island. We got to

hold hermit crabs and touch flounders.

Matt even had a giant clam in the tank

we got to look at. We got to see a seal

lounging out in the water from the dock
and soon we were gearing up to take a

hike around the Island. Along the trail

Matt showed us all sorts of edible plants

and these little jumping shrimp called
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sand fleas, which we could eat if we so

desired. So all the boys took handfuls

and ate the little hopping snacks. They
were better than you would expect from
"fleas". We ended up on a beach towards

the end of the hike and had some sand
castle building competitions.

We hiked back to the campsite and
got ready to make burgers for dinner. We
cooked double patties for everyone while
the boys went around the beach grabbing

some oysters that Matt was going to cook
for us as well. After dinner we started

grabbing some sticks to have a fire by the

beach. As it got dark, we lit the fire and
busted out the s'mores and we watched
the stars and the fading ocean. It was
a beautiful night to spend out on the

ocean.

July 31st

We awoke up at 8 am. to another sunny
day and had a big breakfast of sausage

egg and cheese sandwiches. We spent

most of the morning playing Zombie tag

and looking at the osprey nest where a

family of 4 ospreys has been living for

a long time. After our down time, we
took down our tents and got into our
boats and paddled around to the islands

surrounding Hog Island. We had a huge
seaweed fight before we floated on back
to Hog to have grilled cheese sandwiches
with bacon and tomato.

After our lunch we got ready to head
on back to the mainland and for home.
Matt took our things back to land on the

boat and we paddled back ourselves to

return to the van. We said goodbye and
headed out. On our way back we all got

ice cream at Round Top and were happy
to be back at camp with a better tan.

Nick Sanchez, HBC

South Townsend - White Mountains
August 3rd

It was a sunny day as we headed to the

White Mountains. We loaded up the vans
with all our coolers and food wannigans
and gear and set off on the road jamming
to the top 40 hits on the radio. After a

4-hour drive we arrived at the White
Mountains in New Hampshire and
saw Mt. Washington looming above us.

Low gray clouds caught on the summit
covered the peak of the mountain.

We pulled into our campsite at Dolly

Copp and the ranger told us to be sure

not to leave stuff around, because there

have been bears around getting into

improperly sealed foods. So after that

exciting, slightly worrying news, we set

up camp with our tents and got cooking
some monstrous double burgers. We
went to bed full and began plotting our

ascent of Washington in our heads as we
fell asleep on our first night.

August 4th

We awoke up at 7 to a cloudy morning
sky and decided to head for the summit
of Washington before the rain caught up
to us. We ate a quick but filling meal of

pop tarts and cereal bars and got in the

van for a short drive to the base of our

6000-foot mountain. As we drove the 5-

minute drive on Rte. 16 we had a little

rain but it dissipated once we parked our

cars and tied up our boots for the long

hike.

The trail started at a shallow grade, a

good work out before the real tough stuff,

full of waterfalls all around to check out.

After about an hour and a half of our wide
rocky trail, we reached the halfway point

where the crossroads of Tuckerman's
ravine trail and the Lions Head trail met.

We took a short break and had a quick

snack before heading right to travel the

Lions Head trail.

From here, the trail narrowed and
got very steep so our pace slowed
considerably. About an hour of rough
hiking, we had reached the alpine zone,

a place where the trees had stopped
growing and boulders covered the

mountainside. By this time the clouds

had cleared and the sun greeted us full

force while the wind kept us cool with

nothing to hinder it. This was the longest

part of our hike. We had to navigate large

boulders as rocks hindered our steps.

We pushed on until finally reaching our

destination; we arrived 6288 feet to the

summit of Mt. Washington.

The clouds had started to roll back

in about now but every now and then

the clouds would part and offer us an
amazing view of the entire valley around
us and show us where we hiked the

boulder field. We bought some snacks at

the top and made big PB and J sandwiches
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before exploring the huts around the top

of the peak.

The boys were tired but felt so

accomplished to tackle the biggest

mountain in New England. We took a

long break to recover before we started

our descent back down the mountain. The
trip down did not take much longer than

our trip up but it was just as challenging

as the ascent. After 10 hours we had
completed our hike of Mt. Washington.
We all celebrated in the van with music
and made steak and cheese subs for a big

dinner and then made some delicious

S'mores. We went to bed feeling sore,

satisfied, and unstoppable after our first

big day in the White Mountains.
August 5th

We slept in to rest our weary bones and
woke at 9 to cook some double breakfast

sandwiches with bacon. We hung out in

camp. We played some card games and
waited for the sun to come out. Once it

did around 11, we got in the van and
headed for the stunning Emerald Pools.

A 30-minute drive with cool music and
we arrived at the trail that would lead us

to the fabled swimming hole. We hiked
for 15 minutes down the trail and found
what we were looking for. The big pool

glowed green and was as cold as ice but
nothing stopped us from jumping off the

10 ft. cliff into the deep pool.

We spent most of our day jumping,

swimming, eating and just enjoying our
relaxing day around the beautiful natural

pool we had. After lunch of hummus and
pita bread, a thunderstorm rolled in and
forced us to reluctantly abandon our

little pool in the woods. We drove back
in the downpour and arrived back to our

campsite around dinnertime and cooked
some Chicken Bacon Ranch sandwiches.
We sang Disney songs and did not let the

rain bother us.

Before we went to sleep we saw a

young bear walking around the park
which scared the boys but we told them
it was just a baby and that we would stay

up to make sure he did not bother them
while they slept. He would have loved

some of our food but having all of us
there scared him away. He did not bother

us that night.

August 6th

This was our last full day at the White
Mountains. We spent it by sleeping

in and woke up to enjoy a breakfast of

bagels and bacon. We got our hiking gear

on and headed to Glenn Boulder, a small
mountain that took us a couple hours to

hike. The first summit we hiked to had a

giant boulder sitting precariously on the

side of the mountain but we were told it

had been there forever and showed no
signs of rolling down the hillside anytime
soon. We watched the valley around us in

the sun and the wind and thought about
the trip and our adventures in the short

3-day period. We descended and headed
into Gorham, NH, the town right outside

of the park, and went to the small beach
we enjoyed some relaxation by the water.

It was no Emerald Pools but they did

have plenty of space to run around and
build sand castles. We had some sodas

and PB and Js for lunch and around 3

the sun left us so we headed back to our

campsite for the last time. We made our

last dinner of chili which everyone had
seconds and some even had thirds. We
said goodnight to the nature around us

one last time. Tomorrow we would head
home for Kieve and the comforts of our

bunks, a bittersweet feeling to most of

us.

August 7th

We got up and packed up camp to get

ready to head home. We had the last of

our pop tarts and snacks and said good
bye to the White Mountains. We stopped
on the way back for some delicious pizza

at Pizza Hut then continued back to camp
where we were greeted home. We had an
amazing time and though we had some
tough hikes, we all grew stronger and a

little manlier from the experience.

Nick Sanchez, HBC

South Cunningham - Hog Island

July 25th

As the sun rose over the glistening

waters of Lake Damariscotta, not too

much happened. But several hours later,

as the clock struck ten, the young men
of South Cunningham set out in a sleek

fifteen-passenger van and one gold-

plated minivan. Within an hour of the

departure the convoy arrived at Bremen
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Landing and the crew was quickly piling

into kayaks for the short voyage across

the bay to Hog Island. Gavin and Elias

led the charge, leaving the rest of the

cabin in their enormous wake.
At long last the island was reached,

camp was set up, and lunch had filled

bellies. Hog Island's own Muscongus
Matt who soon had the entire crew
charging through the woods on an
educational hike then greeted the boys.

After a strenuous tromp Matt led the

cabin in a quiet reflection among the

trees, allowing everyone to soak in the

sounds of nature.

After this quiet reflective opportunity.

South Cunningham was let loose upon
Sandy Beach. Countless Frisbees were
thrown, rocks skipped, and bodies surfed

upon the waves. Dillon showed off his

penchant for tossing the disc by throwing
two Frisbees at once, both successfully

reaching separate targets. As our time

on the beach drew to a close, the judges

made the rounds of the sandcastles with
Mark's emerging as the clear champion.
Nonetheless, noble engineering efforts

were made by a large portion of the

cabin to build a castle-cum-damn across

a trickling brook.

As the day wound to a close, some
enormous cheese steaks filled the

stomachs of all before committing the

calories to the construction of a quite

respectable beach fire. Of particular note

were the wood-gathering efforts of both

Rob and Charlie, who both collected

significantly more than theirbodyweights
in firewood. After all together way too

many s'mores, the cabin retired, noisily

but willingly, to their tents for what
would surely be a long night's rest.

July 26th

The long night's rest was officially

declared over by the boys of South
Cunningham at precisely 5:07 AM.
Clearly, they were ready to start the day.

After several hours of killing time, the

boys were treated to a delicious breakfast

of oatmeal, followed by an in-depth

tutorial on how to clean their bowls.

The crew then met up once again with
Muscongus Matt and loaded into the

kayaks for a nice morning paddle. After a

short push, the cabin arrived at the Crotch

Islands, where the boys climbed out of

their kayaks and clambered around on
the rocks. They explored under seaweed,
observed ospreys nesting nearby, and
learned an exciting but valuable lesson

on pulling their kayaks all the way out of

the water. Satisfied with their exploring,

the young men of South Cunningham
paddled back to the Hog for a lunch of

Peanut Butter and Honey sandwiches.
After lunch, the boys learned how

to shoot a bearing on a compass and
competed with their cabinmates to

show off their talents with it. Their

next challenges were a collection of

rock-throwing contests, with particular

skill shown off by Sam in the accuracy
contest.

The boys then hung out and snacked
while Fiff and Caleb strove to better their

map and compass skills with a quick

lesson in triangulating their position.

Soon they were masters and they retired

the maps to join their cabinmates in a

game of cunning and stealth. Each team
attempted to sneak up on a blindfolded

cabinmate and steal a water bottle from
him without being noticed. The game
was a quiet, but high-energy undertaking.

As the game continued, Gill and Patch

emerged as dominant players.

At long last the game drew to a close

and the young men of South Cunningham
piled back into their kayaks to return to

Bremen and the convoy of vans. With
the winds now in their favor, these

intrepid souls sailed their way back to

the landing and, in the blink of an eye,

were rolling down the road and back
to camp, tired, dirty, and manly. As the

vans finally coasted down West Neck
Road, an unspoken consensus could be

felt throughout: that was a good trip.

Ben Swanson, HBC

North Bunkerhill I - Bald Rock Mountain
July 31st

We left camp after breakfast for the

wilds of Camden, Maine. We continued

to our well-stocked campsite and
decided to warm up with a hike up Mt.

Battle once we had set up camp and
settled in. After a good view at the top of

Battle, we headed down and decided to

take a quick detour to a "scenic lookout."
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As it turned out we got a little more than

we bargained for as the lookout turned

out to be the conjoined Mt. Megunticook.

Having summitted both Battle and
Megunticook (the entirety of the North

Glenayr primer) in an afternoon, we
returned to camp fairly early ready to

relax and have dinner.

August 1st

The next day played out over roughly

the same beats, this time with the

mountain we came to climb: Bald Rock.

An uneventful climb with a great lookout

tower at the top brought us to the summit
just in time to be enveloped in an
oncoming cloud. The precipitated mist

quickly dissipated however, leaving us

with the sunny weather that would come
to characterize the duration of NBHI's
tripping season. We descended and piled

back into the van to head home to the

peninsula. John Goodman, HBC

North Bunkerhill I- St. Croix River

August 7th

At 5:00 in the morning the ELO's Mr.

Blue Sky blared from our cabin CD player

and we all gathered our gear together to

head up to the Buck and meet The One
for our long drive to the Canadian border.

The first half of the drive consisted

mostly of going immediately back to

sleep, but then after a quick Wal-Mart
stop, our stalwart driver swapped in the

Wavus mix CD and the mood shifted

more to one of blaring excitement. Before

long houses and gas stations gave way to

boulders and trees and we pulled into

the public landing where we'd begin our

long paddle to the power station at the

other end of the river, where we assured

The 1 we'd meet him in six days' time.

After he'd had a quick chance to pan for

gold, returning only a flake or two, The
1 bade us farewell and we were left on
our own.
A skillfully done lake paddle brought

us swiftly past Birch Island, the campsite
listed on the trip notes, and on to Cedar
Point campsite in Robertson Cove. We got

cooking on a meal of pasta with veggies

and bacon. Hayden, Wyatt, Tucker and
Luke excitedly tried out the Magic:
the Gathering decks Haywood and I

(who would have to be taught the finer

points of the game by the campers) had
picked up on the way - a mighty duel

of which the wizardly chronicles will

undoubtedly tell for generations. After

dinner Haywood finally beat Jasper at

chess, a rare lapse in what was otherwise

a mostly untarnished record, and we all

sat around the campfire swapping stories

and jokes before turning in to our tents

for a long awaited sleep.

August 8th

We woke up at a much more luxurious

time than the day before and treated

ourselves to a breakfast of granola ft. real

liquid milk. Today's paddle was longer

than yesterday's by a good bit, and yet

we'd already found such a rhythm
that it took two-thirds of the time. We
reached Todd's Island in time for a late

lunch of bacon grilled cheese and tomato
soup. We found various ways to amuse
ourselves after lunch - Warren taught

Tucker how to fly-fish, Wyatt and Lars

built an impressively sound stick-fort,

and Patrick and Lars practiced their fire

building skills. This put Lars in the tricky

position of having to choose which sticks

were better suited to which project, but

he made do.

We sawed off a branch from the tree

that, according to Kieve lore, had once
almost killed Peaches Ward, and then the

dinner challenge was announced: each
cabin would produce a musical number
to be sung from within their tent and
thus judged by audio alone. Even with
as shockingly high quality of a showing
as it was, the winner was clear: Ryan,

Will, and Will earned the first helping of

Warren's famously-better-than-CJ's Philly

Cheesesteaks with their Kieve-centered

reinterpretation of Solomon Linda's "In

the Jungle."

By the time we'd eaten our fill the fire

was roaring, and Ryan kept us intrigued

with a ghost story before Will Edwards
lightened the mood with more comic
fare. Bellies full and thoughts of the river

in our heads, we all hit the hay.

August 9th

We awoke and reluctantly departed

our home of the night, excited to get

to the Vanceboro Dam and hit the St.

Croix proper. Lars and Hayden kept

us all amused on the lake paddle over
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by naming all the canoes after various

countries, which, of course, led to some
competitive racing - a particularly

vengeful rivalry developing between
Mexico and Sweden. Classic Mexico
and Sweden. In no time we'd reached

the dam, and we pulled up our boats

to portage around it. Everybody rocked

the carry, with Tucker, Andrew, Tyler,

Hayden, Wyatt, and Patrick being

especially courageous and trying their

hands at soloing - carrying single canoes

all by themselves.

Soon we'd crossed between the US-
Canada DMZ, navigating between border

patrol stations flying stars and stripes

and maple leaves respectively, and after

settling down for a lunch of chili which
was filling to the point of being, frankly,

excessive.

I'd suspected based on the lake paddle,

but when we finished the entire carry in

under thirty minutes, I knew we had
a cabin of pro trippers on our hands,

a fact I'd be thankful for when it came
to Little Falls and Canoose Ledges. But
don't let me get ahead of myself here.

The put-in led us directly into our first

rapids of the trip, on which everyone had
a blast. Haywood and Ryan were briefly

jammed, but nobody flipped. Soon we
reached our campsite - a broad clearing

within earshot of the ominous roar of

Little Falls.

August 10th

Class 3 is the highest class of rapid

that can be safely shot in a canoe, and
this was that. First session, a boat of two
junior counselors had been flipped by
the raging waters of Little Falls, I even
remember being flipped in it as a camper
- it even bested Tom Ramage. Before the

invention of the life-jacket these falls

were deadly, so we all gave Andrew
Toti a silent thanks as we entered the

falls one at a time - a gauntlet in which
only the team of two paddling the canoe
can keep themselves from being hurled
into the waves. Our communication and
paddling skills were put to the test, and
to our pride every single boat passed the

test, making it to the eddy at the bottom
without a single flip.

And so began the day's long river

paddle. With the St. Croix doing as much

of the propulsion work as we were, it

became a very relaxing day, sporadically

interrupted by some more rapids, none
of which were quite as much fun as

Little Falls, but all of which we enjoyed

greatly. The day's hit singles had to have
been Will Edwards's "The 1" and Luke's

"Everything's a Campsite (If You Can
Imagine It)," the latter which I found
even myself humming on some of the

river's mellower stretches.

Once we got into our campsite and set

up our tents. Will Mallory and Warren
did some fly-fishing and Adrien and I

squared off on the chessboard, then we
had a dinner of beef stew and enjoyed
some well-earned s'mores around the

campfire.

August 10th

As Day 4 had brought us to Little Falls,

Day 5 would bring us to the trip's other

Class 3 rapids: Canoose Ledges. So we
packed up our tents, enjoyed two helpings

each of Goodman-Lee-Buchanan-
Allagash-Funtime-Goodman's-Specialty-

Scrambled-Pancakes, and loaded into

the boats.

Canoose is much more of a vertical

drop than Little Falls, and Warren and
Beckett volunteered to bring up the rear

so that they could stand at the bottom
and help direct canoes to the sweet-spot

that would bring them safely through the

white-water (after Jasper and I initially

almost got stuck on some shallow rocks

by missing it, an error we recovered from
with some swift back-paddling). Once
again every single one of our boys hit the

rapids exactly right, and we didn't lose

any gear or boats, or even have anyone
get stuck. The river was moving quickly

and we were all proud of ourselves, so

we didn't do much paddling that day,

preferring to nap, swim, and splash-fight

while the river carried us to what I think

was the most scenic campsite of the trip.

Once there we met an unsettlingly

friendly turtle and set about making a great

big pot of dank, with Andrew slicing us

up a saturating amount of cheese to melt

into it. Adrien and Beckett built us a fire

and we all ate our fill. The last campfire

of a trip is always bittersweet, and as we
sat in the mingling red and white light of

the fire and that night's impossibly bright
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"super moon" we could hardly believe it

was almost over. Scary stories and one-

upping jokes were replaced by laughing

reminiscences as we looked back on
what we'd done, proud of our work and
ready to reach the power plant that had
seemed so far away when we put in.

August 11th

We boiled a pot of water for oatmeal

and took down our tents in preparation

to go and meet The One, the trip finally

having come full circle. The take-out

for the St. Croix is notoriously hard to

find but thankfully the brave boys of

North Cunningham took that bullet for

us and gave us meticulous instructions

on how to avoid their chosen detour, so

before long we were buckled into our bus
seats and rolling south. A quick stop at

The One's famous artesian groundwater
well and a less-quick stop at Five Guys
burgers and fries brought us back to

friends and brothers at Camp Kieve, just

in time for a dinner full of eager ears for

the boys' stories of our adventures in the

strange and distant lands of the Canadian
frontier. John Goodman, HBC

NorthBunkerhill II-BaidRockMountain
July 26th

We left camp after our morning
duties and drove to Camden Hills State

Park. When we arrived at our site after

a quick drive, we set up our tents and
began making some paninis for lunch.

After everyone was done with lunch,

we packed up our gear for the day hike

up Maiden Cliffs. A short drive from the

park led us to the Maiden Cliffs trailhead,

and we began our first hike of the trip.

The hike was a fairly short distance, but

we gained a lot of elevation to leave us

looking over the water from the summit.
After hanging out on the cliff for a bit

admiring the view, we cruised back down
as a cabin to the vans and drove back to

our campground.
We saw a Wavus cabin drive by our

tent sites and they invited us to make
s'mores with their cabin after we ate

dinner. For dinner we had bruschetta as

an appetizer followed by personal pizzas

with pepperoni or bacon on top. After

our pizzas, we went to the pavilion in the

campground and made s'mores with the

Wavus cabin for a bit before performing
our own Air Guitar skits, since we
weren't at camp for Air Guitar day. We
retired to our tents after the fire was out

to rest up for tomorrow.

July 27th

The boys awoke this morning to sun
on the tents. We then quickly packed
up our whole site, so we could make
breakfast at the campground pavilion

before our final hike of the trip. Breakfast

burritos were on the menu for breakfast,

and we ate them with a nice sunny view
overlooking the water. When everyone
was done, we packed up the trailer with
all our gear and drove to the Bald Rock
trailhead. We hiked on a carriage road for

a few miles before reaching the official

Bald Rock trailhead that would take us

to the summit.
A mile later up the mountain we

reached the summit where we realized

that we were inside a low hanging
cloud. We took our empty Nalgenes and
captured some of the fresh air from the

cloud, enjoyed some chocolate on the

summit, and then descended after seeing

some dark clouds rolling in. At the base

of the mountain we made some cold cut

sandwiches before the van ride back to

camp. We were lucky enough to get nice

weather this trip so we could hike a peak
each day. Will Fox, HBC

North Bunkerhill II- St. Croix River

August 5th

Day 1 - Birch Island

A five AM wakeup followed by a

6-hour bus ride to the St. Croix drop

off was a tough start to the day. After

"The One's" pump up playlist started,

everyone was banging on the sides

of the bus in excitement. We quickly

loaded up our gear into the canoes and
headed off towards our first campsite on
Birch Island. Everyone was a bit rusty

at paddling, so we took a leisurely pace

all the way to the island. We arrived at

a small point where our campsite was,

pulled ashore, and started unloading our

gear and setting up tents for the night.

We ate cold cuts around the picnic table

and hung out for a bit talking about what
is to come for the trip before we jumped
in the lake to go tubbing. After drying off
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around the fire we made chicken, bacon
paninis and sat around the first campfire

of the trip until the sun went down.
August 6th

Day 2 - Narrows
The boys awoke as the sun came up,

and we began taking down camp as we
were making breakfast. The first tent

group to have all their gear packed up
were the first few to have their breakfast

sandwiches, followed by the second tent,

third, and fourth. It was raining lightly as

the boys finished up their breakfast and
began loading boats.

As we began our paddle, the water was
very flat, only slightly disrupted by the

ripples from the raindrops. We crushed
the paddle to our campsite at the narrows,

where we made peanut butter and honey
sandwiches around the huge fire pit. We
had a rest hour so everyone could catch

up on a little sleep and to rest from the

paddle today. Reading, napping, wood
chopping, fire building, and fishing filled

the afternoon, which was very relaxing,

even with the grey skies and occasional

rain shower.

For dinner we made chicken

quesadillas and ate them around the

campfire, which by dinnertime was huge
compared to when we started it around
lunch. We went to our tents after the fire

went out to rest up for our longest day.

August 7th

Day 3 - Little Falls

The NBH II boys awoke early this

morning to the smell of corned beef hash
and a big day ahead of them. As soon
as we finished our corned beef hash,

we loaded up the boats again with our

gear and started paddling the rest of

the lake towards the Vanceboro dam.
The paddling conditions were great

today with a strong tailwind and sunny
conditions. At the dam in Vanceboro, we
unloaded our gear onto the lawn next to

the boat pullout, and portaged the boats

around the dam first. We portaged the

gear next and relaxed a bit, sitting in

the sun next to the dam. The boats were
loaded up vnth gear and we paddled the

first bit of our trip on the river.

When we reached Little Falls, the

boys portaged our gear to the campsite
in the middle, ran back to the river and

everyone ran Little Falls perfectly. We
had the classic pep and cheese for lunch,

and since we were camping at the falls

we had a lot of time to play around, so

we ran the falls a few more timed before

pulling the boats out. The fishing below
the falls was great, and everyone fishing

caught fish. For dinner we made steak

wraps, and as usual we ate them around
the campfire and then retired to the tents

for the night.

August 8th

Day 4 - Loon Bay
We awoke to the sound of Little Falls

this morning, and immediately began
making pancakes to start the day. It

was very bright and sunny as we were
flipping pancakes into the late morning.
It was about noon when we finished

making all the pancakes we could eat.

Once we hit the water, the rapids began.

A few miles of nice fast rapids brought
us to an opening in the river called Loon
Bay.

We set up camp in the early afternoon,

and spent the rest of the day fishing,

swinging in the hammocks, and
swimming. As the sun was setting, we
could see a huge storm passing over the

Canadian side of the bay, and we had
a beautiful sunset on the USA side. A
few minutes later when we were eating

dinner, we saw a huge thunderstorm
coming from the Canadian side towards
our campsite. Everyone bolted to the

tents with their pasta and we waited out

the storm, everyone eventually just fell

asleep.

August 9th

Day 5 - Egg Point

Our last river, day couldn't have
greeted us with a nicer sunrise than the

one we got. Beautiful skies lit the way to

our final campsite on the St. Croix, even
though we were paddling on dead water,

the boys kept each other entertained,

telling jokes and stories to each other.

We reached the site fairly early in the

day, after we ate a floating lunch of PH &
H on the river, we floated into the site at

about 1 . A few ofthe boys went swimming
in the rapids, and a few fished alongside

the campsite. In the second canoe pullout

for Egg Point, around the point, there are

a few massive snapping turtles that live
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there and they kept swimming up to our

site, they seemed interested in us.

We started cooking up our last meal of

the trip, Dank, a bit early so we would be

able to eat it all then go right to bed. We
chopped up all the remaining meat we
had and fried it up in the pan to add to

the pasta. Once we had stirred in the rest

of our cheese, and the meat, everyone ate

around the fire. It began raining again as

we were finishing dinner, so we went to

the tents and everyone fell asleep to the

sound of the rain. Will Fox, HBC

North Cunningham -

Bald Rock Mountain
July 27th

After an awesome 4 days in camp, it was
time for the boys of North Cunningham to

take off for our primer to Camden Hills.

We left camp on Sunday shortly after the

traditional pancake breakfast for the one-

hour drive to Camden Hills State Park.

We checked in with the park ranger at

noon and parked at our campsite for the

night. The boys then got a lesson on how
to set up camp. We learned how to put

up tents, set up a tarp, and prepare the

kitchen area. Afterwards the boys had a

brief orientation on camping; learning

the lesson of leave no trace and how to

properly maintain a campsite.

We then ate a delicious lunch of

cold cuts, prepared by the counselors

as well as Foster Ames and Thomas
de Carbonnieres. After lunch the boys
had free time to get situated with the

campsite. Sam Emery and Hudson
Lazzara set up their hammocks and
relaxed. Bower Schmaltz and Colton
Mairs tossed the baseball around, while
the other boys played foursquare, Frisbee,

and ultimately just hung out.

After a couple hours of activities we
were hit by an unexpected rainstorm, so

we retreated to our tents to wait it out.

After about an hour the rain stopped long

enough for us to play around a little more
before dinner.

After a fun-filled but rainy afternoon

we enjoyed massive double bacon
cheeseburgers for dinner. Needless to

say the boys wolfed them down. During
dinner the rain picked up again, and
afterwards the wet boys bravely hiked to

the water source to help clean. We owe
Hudson Neleman, Bayard Walsh, and
Hudson Lazzara big thanks for that. The
rain picked up for a while so the boys
retreated to the tents, and we informed
them that they would be stuck in them
for the remainder of the night.

Fortunately, the rain stopped, and
the counselors were able to surprise the

boys with a big fire and s'mores. We sat

around the fire for a couple of hours,

telling stories and playing mafia. Bayard
Walsh played God in our big mafia game,
where the mafia members succeeded in

killing off the entire cabin without getting

caught. After the fun session around the

fire the boys went to bed in their tents,

preparing for a nice hike the next day.

July 28th

We woke the boys up at 8:30 under a

cloudy sky that promised to shower upon
us later in the day. As the boys packed
up their stuff and took down their tents,

the counselors prepared bacon, sausage,

egg, and cheese sandwiches. The boys
scarfed them down to energize before our

hike. By 10 a.m. camp was all cleaned

up and the boys were off to Bald Rock
Mountain.
Bald Rock Mountain is about a 2-mile

hike, but because of the weather we had a

tough time. It began to rain immediately
after we started hiking. Nonetheless,

the boys put on their rain jackets and
powered through. Ben Thorsheim and
Andrew Miller led the cabin up the rocky

and wet terrain. We took a few breaks,

and unfortunately, shortly before the

summit, our buddy Bailey Williams had
to turn around due to a pretty bad illness.

After he emptied his breakfast onto the

mountain, he turned around with Jack to

welcome us at the bottom. We reached
the summit at noon, but had no time to

enjoy the top, because a thunderstorm
was approaching. After eating Snickers

quickly, we heard a large clap and
scattered to get under tree line. The rain

picked up during the descent, which was
led by Len McEniry and Jack Lawrence,
and about halfway down we were right in

the middle of a large thunderstorm. The
rain was falling heavily, the wind picked

up, and the length between lightning and
thunder was decreasing.
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When we reached the bottom mile of

the mountain, which is an open road

leading to the parking lot, we were
forced to run in order to escape the

heavy storm. Charlie Thomas and Ben
Thorsheim reached the van first, and the

soaking wet boys hopped in and turned

up the heat. We ate cereal bars on the way
back to camp, sang songs, and stopped

at Dunkin Donuts for a little treat. We
arrived back at camp with all of our gear

soaked, but our spirits were high and the

boys felt accomplished having toughed
out a storm at the top of a mountain.
Needless to say this trip prepared us for

our big trip down the St. Croix River.

Evan Kantor, HBC

North Cunningham-St. Croix River

July 31st

It was an early departure for the boys
of North Cunningham. Our ride to the

put-in would be 5 hours, and in order to

beat nasty head winds we had to leave at

6 a.m. After a 5 a.m. wake up call, a quick

grouping of our gear, and a small pop-tart

breakfast, we boarded "the One's" bus
and were on our way. After a stop at Wal-
Mart for some last minute supplies, we
reached Spednic Lake, our put-in where
we would be spending the first two days

of our trip.

By 12:30 we were on the lake with
little head winds and a fully sunny sky.

The short 3-mile paddle took us about

an hour, after which we arrived at Birch

Island, our first campsite. A big scenic

area with a noticeably large rock and small

beach, we were surely starting our trip

off right. We ate cold cuts for lunch, had
a clinic on how to maintain a campsite,

demanded that the boys constantly be

wearing shoes the entire trip, and got

situated. We had a short nap, after which
our first hiccup emerged. While climbing

on a big rock, Hudson Neleman slipped

and split open his knee. The wound was
deep with some ugly stuff showing, and
the worried but prepared WFA-certified

counselors attacked the problem. We
cleaned it, sealed it up, wrapped it, and
put a splint on it made from a crazy creek

and duct tape. This rig would be our

protection of the cut the entire trip, and
it worked perfectly, By the last day of the

trip the wound had essentially healed,

and Jess praised us for stellar WFA work.
But 1 digress, after our small bump in the

path, we were right back at it.

Bower Schmalts and Colton Mairs built

our first fire. We cooked double bacon
cheeseburgers, played mafia, chilled in

our hammocks, and got used to camping
life. We closed off our first night with
s 'mores, then went to bed early for a long

day of lake paddling to follow.

August 1st

We woke up at 7 a.m. today, an hour
later than we intended, but the sleeping

bags were just a bit too comfy for us
to leave them. We packed up camp as

quickly as possible for the first morning
of the trip, but it took us about an hour,

and we didn't hit the lake until 8:15.

We had pop-tarts after we launched,

and were followed by a short stretch of

clouds before the sun broke through and
shined upon us for the rest of the day.

The distance would be 7 miles today,

completely on Spednic Lake.

The 4-hour paddle was passed through
songs, snacks, and general enjoyment of

nature. The sun was out, the boys were
happy to be on the trip, and we were
loving life. Charlie Thomas took off his

shirt at one point, only to find that the

orange from the Kieve shirt had stained

his chest orange. Bayard Walsh quickly

called him "Charlie Cheeto Chest" which
was soon abbreviated to "Cheeto," and
ever since that has been his name. Boys
will be boys.

We arrived at our campsite around
12:30 due to minor headwinds. We were
supposed to stay at the Narrows, but that

site was not as nice, so we broke into

Canada and stayed on Todd's Island, an

extraordinarily beautiful site with tall

trees and plenty of room. Thanks for

the hospitality, Canada! We ate PB&J
with Snickers for lunch, aka Rocket

Fuel, and rested for a while. Afterwards

we just hung out. A major theme of our

trip was chilling and enjoying nature

and company. This group is a bunch of

chillers, and it rocked. We played chess,

collected firewood, hung around in

hammocks, and really got close.

We ate philly cheese steaks for dinner,

built a huge fire, and played mafia. Bailey
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Williams, aka Baggy, aka Baggy Shvitz,

aka Baggy Tron, played God in mafia,

and really exhibited his creativity. We
went to bed shortly afterwards, for our
longest day of the trip was to follow.

August 2nd
Today we could not afford to sleep in

an extra hour. We woke up at 5, packed
up camp, and hit Spednic Lake for the

last time. An ominous fog surrounded
us, so we stuck close. The whole day was
hazy, but not a drop of rain touched us,

so no complaints. We finished Spednic
Lake and reached the dam in Vanceboro
that starts the St. Croix River around
9:30.

The boys then proceeded to execute the

best portage I have ever seen by campers.

We got all our gear to the opposite side

of the dam in 20 minutes, an unheard of

pace. After our stellar portage the boys
were rewarded with sodas and chips

from the nearby gas station, then we hit

the St. Croix.

We paddled about 10 miles on fast

water and several rips until we reached
Little Falls, our biggest set of rapids on
the trip. We scouted them out, ate pep
and cheese for lunch, then launched
one at a time. Our boys hit them pretty

perfectly, but no boat did better than Sam
Emery in the stern and Bayard Walsh in

the bow. They hit no rocks and swamped
very little. All our boats made it down
without flipping, and we celebrated with
Snickers. We paddled the short distance

to Baby's Grave, our campsite for the

night that hosts the grave of a baby found
in the river in 1899, and arrived at 3:30.

Surely it was a long day, but rewarding
and fun.

We snacked, gathered firewood, and
ate double downs for dinner, which are

essentially bacon and Swiss sandwiches
with chicken patties for bread. The
campers built a fire, ate Milky Ways,
played mafia, and shared their most
embarrassing stories. We were exhausted
from a long day, but knew the rest of the

trip would be a breeze, so we stayed up
late and slept in.

August 3rd
We woke up at 8:30 to a sunny sky,

no clouds in sight. After taking our

time getting packed up, we hit the St.

Croix once again. The paddle would be
10 miles, but that would only take us

3 hours, so we took our time. The day
was perfect, and we wanted to enjoy the

paddle. Jack Lawrence provided much
of the entertainment; singing songs from
Disney's "Frozen" in character voices.

We arrived at our campsite on beautiful

Loon Bay at lunch time, and we ate

Rocket Fuel again. Afterwards we passed
the time in a new way. The counselors

devised a milkshake challenge: a set of 5

challenges that would commence today

and terminate on our beach day after the

trip. The winner can get a milkshake at

Round Top after the beach day. Our first

challenge was a wannigan lift. Whoever
could hold a wannigan the longest won
the challenge. Sam Emery won with the

maximum ten minute hold time, but he
was followed closely by Foster Ames.
Meanwhile, Colton Mairs beat me in

the finals of a chess tournament, and
Baggy caught a huge pickerel, which
unfortunately swallowed all 6 of his

hooks and had to be executed by James.

We held a funeral for "Idiot," the name
we gave it, shortly after sending it off in

the bay. We chilled the rest of the night.

We ate chili for dinner, made a huge fire,

and ate s'mores. The day was great, and
we went to bed excited for our last full

day on the trip to follow.

August 4th

We woke up early today because a

passerby the prior day warned us of a

storm in the afternoon. Of course, the

storm never hit, but it didn't hurt to play

it safe. The day was pretty beautiful:

mostly cloudy but no rain. The paddle

was once again very short, only 8 miles,

so we took our time. Andrew Miller

shared stories about his girlfriend from

home, Ben Throsheim sang classic songs

by Cat Stevens like "Wild World," and
we all just enjoyed the day.

We got to our last campsite. Egg Point,

before lunch, so we set up camp, chilled,

then we ate tuna sandwiches. Hudson
Lazzara and Thomas de Carbonnieres

then informed the group that huge turtles

were at the site and we had to see them.

We all quickly rushed over to find four

enormous snappers hanging on the point.

After a while of observing them, the
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biggest turtle attacked a smaller turtle,

which was awesome. Then I'm pretty

sure we saw a mating ritual go down. I

guess that's why they call it Egg Point.

Anyways, we chilled for the rest of the

day. We set up hammock city, collected

fireworks, had our second milkshake

challenge which was a Nalgene chug that

Andrew Miller won. We also had another

chess tournament, and hung around.

Lennan McEniry prepared the fire for the

evening, we ate Dank (way too much),
made hot chocolate, and reminisced about
our favorite parts of the trip. I truthfully

told the boys this was the second best

trip I'd ever been on, out of 12, and
they were honored, but not as honored
as I was to had led such an incredible

group on a great journey. We went to

bed underneath a beautiful starry sky.

August 5th

Today we woke up late, ate oatmeal,

then paddled the short distance to a

dam that would be our pull out. We had
plenty of time, so we swam for a long

time and enjoyed the sun. Our trip had
completed without a single drop of rain

hitting us, which is essentially a miracle.

We reached the pull out and met "The
One", then drove home listening to the

songs we had sung the entire trip.

All I can say is the trip was nothing

short of spectacular. The group of boys is

the best I've seen in a long time, and they

know how to treat each other well, have
a good time, and enjoy nature without

needed anything but a hammock and a

crazy creek. We really developed into a

single unit, and we headed back to camp
ready to enjoy the final ten days.

Evan Kantor, HBC

South Harris-Damariscotta Lake
July 25th

After a great breakfast and enjoying the

announcements in Pasquaney, the young
heroes of South Harris packed all the

gear and we started the great adventure
around Damariscotta Lakes.

Before leaving, Pietro decided to

have a canoe clinic at the waterfront,

and teach how to load and unload the

canoes properly. I was literally surprised

because all the young kids of the cabin

paid attention and after my little lesson

they started loading the canoes in less

than 5 minutes. Carter and Drew worked
so hard and fast and after done their

canoes, they helped the rest of the crew
to finish their job.

We paddle southeast to check out Deep
Cove. The weather was awesome, the

sky was extremely clear and luckily we
had an awesome headwind. Just arrived

in Deep Cove and rift up all the canoes,

then had little snack and break time

with Oreos. Jessie followed by Ethan
and the rest of the crew jumped in the

water to get refreshed, plus most of all

the counselors, the water was so chilly

and fresh.

Back in the canoes, we had a short

paddle to Windy Island where we had
Gash or Voyage lunch ( we rafted all the

canoes all together and we had lunch
on the canoes). We made cold cuts with
turkey and ham with cheese and different

hot sauces. Done with the classic river

meal, we paddled down to our camp
site Cool Island. On the way to get to the

island we had a very strong headwind
but with hard and intense work, we get

all together at the camp site. Another
incredible job for the young kids of S.H.

without any help from the counselors

they unloaded canoes and gear.

On Cool Island we had a great time.

In the first half of the afternoon Pietro,

Chris, John and Patrick taught how to

use the tents and how to set them up and
break them down. Ethan, Jack and Will

were the faster group and after done their

job, they help and teach the other group
how to accomplish the task.

In the second half of the afternoon

we had some classes about how to use

water pump and water filters and a big

and important lesson of NLT (no leave no
trace).

Waiting for the dinner the cabin played

a great game of the hunt man, where
Ethan with his cammo suit went in the

forest and the rest of the cabin had to

find him and the best hunter was Hunter;

with his great falcon eyes he saw Ethan
in the middle of the bushes.

To get dinner we had a little fire

wood collecting competition that a great

success for Egor and Win they made a

giant dead breach mountain. That was
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awesome for cooking burgers and cheese

plus fresh onions cooked on the grill

and some fresh tomatoes, with grilled

cheese. I forget for appetizers we had
quesadillas.

Ended dinner we had some relax

around the fire; we had nice hot chocolate

and some s'mores, we also told about the

best part of the day.

July 26th

The next day we awoke up around 7

and enjoyed delicious bacon, egg and
cheese with English muffins, break down
the campsite and check for trash around
it. We paddled south down the lake, and
we get to Blueberry. We had so much
fun because at the island we found an
incredible spot to do rope swing.

Enjoyed the time we paddled back to

camp where we unload all the canoes

and clean the gear and get some rest after

an incredible two-day trip.

South Harris-Baxter State Park
July 29th

Great time and weather for leaving

camp, after the last breakfast at Kieve

and announced South Harris' departure,

we packed all the gear plus more than

the half of the food of the entire trip.

You never know what can happen
during your trip.

After the left check with Reed and
William, we jumped in the white Kieve
bus driven by Ryan and the mini-van
by John. Finally we were ready for 5-

hourish trek up to Baxter. On the way we
stopped at Walmart and for William and
Jack, after only one week in camp, to get

into the civilization again was something
incredible, also there we got lunch with
turkey and ham sandwiches, plus a

quick bathroom stop for the young boys
of South Harris.

The post Walmart section of the road
trip was by far the most fun, as the music
got louder and the enthusiasm was
growing every single second.

At Millinocket, last city before getting

in the wilderness, we had the last stop

for gas and we said good by to all the

comfortable things. Crossed into Baxter

State Park, the first present that we got

was the amazing scene of Mt. Katahdin,

the highest mountain in Maine. Far away

surrounded by clouds was Knife's Edge,

one of the steepest hike for campers.

At the campsite we had 4 tent groups
- two of 3 and two of 4, all the tents group
were set up everything in less than 5

minutes. That was awesome seeing all 14

campers working together as a real team.

For dinnerwe had chicken nuggets with

the classic Kieve appetizer quesadillas

with a lot of cheese.

During dinner Jess and Ethan were
super excited for the hike of the next day,

asking a million questions about the hike

and how long was it and how how much
hard was.

Answer:" You see tomorrow".
After these little briefings, we went for

an early bed time. The day after looking

for us, Katahdin, we are coming!!!

July 30th

Pietro, Ryan and John woke up at 2:45,

we prepared the breakfast for the young
boys of Harris: jam with toasted bread

plus cereal and soy milk and fruit.

All the campers still sleepwalking; they

get their breakfast and they fall asleep

again in the van, we had 45 minutes
drive before we could start the real hike.

We had to split the cabin in 2 groups, one
led by Pietro; the other led by John and
Ryan. With me Jack, Carter, Bjorn and
Will S.; with the second group Jessie,

Ethan, Leo, Egor, William C, Graham,
Ollie, Miles, Jack, and Drew.
The weather was perfect, blue sky like

a diamond, windy enough to keep away
bugs and insects.

1 decided to lead my group for the

Knife Edge trail, very steep and in some
part is very technical. The other group
took Saddle Trail and they go up from
the Cathedral. Also for these group they

had a very hard part especially the last

1500 ft. where they had to rock climb big

boulders and massive rocks.

But Jessie was there and with his

incredible help for the hike and climb.

On my hike I cannot remember Bjorn

telling me that for him was impossible to

hike and reach the summit of Kathadin,

but step by step and a lot of courage and
strength, he made these spur hard hike. I

think that the hardest part for the young
boys was hiking from Pamela summit to

the Katahdin summit, the hardest part
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was hiking on these short and difficult

path, where most of the time we had to

cHmb to keep going.

When we met the rest of the group
close to the summit, I was one of the

most happy and proud counselors in

the world. Bjorn, for entire way up to

the mountain, thought that the hike was
impossible for him and also William C,
for him was the first time in his life that

he ever hiked a mountain; both of them
succeeded on this giant hike that took for

only to go up 4-5 hours.

But the morale was high and all the

brave boys of the cabin were celebrating

the hard hike, and celebrating as a group,

as friends.

Done with a quick lunch (ham
sandwich and one snack), we say good
bye to Ryan and John again, plus Will C.

switched with Will S. and I hiked down
from Saddle Trail and Ryan hiked down
from Knife Edge Trail.

On the way down we met also 2 cabins

from Wavus where we stopped for a

couple of minutes where we took some
pictures. Also we had the opportunity to

meet and talk with a ranger who talked

about Katahdin and the park based on it.

Is hard to describe how the view was
great and spectacular; you should be

there to understand how much is great

and special.

Our trail on the way down was steep

only in the first half part, the last part

was extremely flat but so long.

Jack with patient was leading the back

and keep encouraging his friends to keep

hiking. We had a little water break at

this mirror lake, something special and
magic in, front of us the entire Mountain
Katahdin, on the left Knife Edge, on the

right Cathedral.

Finally after 10 hours of hiking we
jumped in van and drove back to the

campsite. The morale was high especially

because dinner was close to getting

served, this time rice with veggies and a

lot of turkey, carbs and protein, perfect

combination after a long and a hard

day. I forgot the dinner was served on a

beautiful table full of deliciousness and
candles.

The two brothers Carter and Drew were
the last two to finish the dinner, probably

they took 1 hour to finish their rice.

Teeth brushed we fall asleep in our
tents ready for another adventure.

July 31st

This time we woke up a little bit late,

around 9:30, good sleep for everybody
and also for our legs exhausted from the

hike of the day before. With the help

of Jessie, William and Ethan plus Ryan
and John, we made brunch with jam and
bread with a lot of honey.

This time the hike was shorter than

the last day but more technical in some
important sections of the hike.

The goal for the cabin was hiking Mt.

Coe and O.J.I, as always one group with
Pietro: Ethan, Jessie, Win and Miles; and
the other group with Ryan and John:

Carter, Drew, William C, Will S, Bjorn,

Graham, Jack, Leo, Egor and Ollie.

The two groups left at 12:30. I got the

way for Mt. Coe first and incredibly we
burned the first 1.5 miles in 25 minutes
of hiking. I don't know how but was
impressive.

The weather that day wasn't as great

as the last day but was windy enough to

keep away the bugs and the heat. If you
looking for the best weather for hiking,

this is the weather that you want to have
in Maine when you are doing this type

of activity.

I can say that Jessie today was amazing,

always ready to give good advice about

the condition of the trail and how to keep

a better direction; also he was always

ready to help his friends on the hike.

After 2 hours we reached the top of the

first mountain; Mt Coe was conquered at

14:30 by the first group.

To reach the top cost a lot of energies

especially the last 500/800 ft because

we had to deal with a very slippery and
steep rocky section before getting to the

top.

But the 4 young heroes of Harris made
it without any problem, we rest for 10

minutes, just the time to eat one snack,

enjoy the view and hike the last pitch,

O.J.I.

On the way down from Mt. Coe in the

distance we saw the other group; that

gave us more energies to try to beat them
for the top.

Surprising me we met up so we could
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hug the rest of the group, exchange

a couple of words and get back on the

hike, and reach the summit of Mt. OJ.I.

We had a short lunch at the end of these

incredible ledges where the view was
something magic.

The entire hike for the way down was
pretty easy and relaxing. Win and Ethan
followed the rest of the crew, collected

fire sticks, we got at the camp site around
4:45.

I heard that they had a great hike 4

pitches O.J.I. , Coe and South Brother.

For dinner we had burgers and hot

chocolate and for dessert, snacks. I'm

proud of all these boys because they

workedhard all day without complaints

and they enjoy the day in happiness and
in a great Kieve spirt.

August 1st

Easy day, we woke up around 8, we
take down the tents, and check the camp
site for Leave No Trace and we drove into

the next camp site.

This camp site is situated at the base

at Double Top Mt. Open field for the

tents, a great shelter for cooking and
for 360 degrees mountains but the most
important thing, open sky like in the

middle of the ocean.

We get there around 10/11 a.m., set up
again the camp site, and got cold cuts

breakfast. We pack our daily backpack,

this time with towel, swim suit and sun
screen.

Next destination: Big Nigara and Little

Niagara Falls. To get there we had to do
a little short hike south for a little part

of the Appalacian Trail, so I had the

occasion to teach the kids the story about

that trail and how every year thousands
of hikers try this long and exhausting

trail and only couple of them succeed.

When we get to the Falls, I've never
seen anything like that the view,

something crazy, and the campers were
super exited, too.

William C. was the first that jump in

the water and the last one that get out of

it. Win, OUie, and Graham enjoyed the

time diving under the water falls and
Ethan, Jessie plus William took time to

discover around the river and the rocks

and Bjorn was getting crazy and having a

great time jumping and diving at the end

of the little water falls.

We had great lunch with jam and
honey. The weather this time was like

heaven, bright and sunshine perfect for

swing and cliff jumps.

At the water falls we spend most of the

morning and part of the afternoon, but

unfortunately we got back at the camp
site around 4:30 - 5.

During the preparation for the dinner I

invoked the entire cabin in challenge to

make a fire and start it with one single

match; this for the s'mores for tonight

after dinner.

It was great seeing all the campers
arguing and compiling for the first 5

minutes, but great seeing them chanting

and working as a cabin and a team to get

the final goal.

Ethan at the end was elected to start

the fire, with fear and tension he lit the

match and I can't describe how much all

the campers were happy and proud of

themselves.

The cabin day by day is getting tight

and strong as a family as a group of real

friend.

Enjoyed a great dinner with tomato
sauce and chicken, finally the cabin had
the desired s'mores.

August 2nd
Last day of hiking for the boys of South

Harris. This time we got woke up from
a moose that was walking around the

camp site and John was the first one who
saw that incredibile creature.

Snack for breakfast and Will S ,
Graham,

Ollie and Leo started hiking with Pietro.

One hour behind me, Ryan and John
with Egor, Carter, Drew, Ethan, Jessie,

William C, Miles, Win, Ollie and Jack.

The entire hike is in the forest until

you arrive at the top of the mountain,
but the view is something spectacular,

far far away Katahdin, right in front us

O.J.I and Coe, and all around little and
big mountains and amazing lakes. If you
are early in the morning when the sky is

very clear, you can also see White Cap.

The Double Top hike was long and
extremely steep but, both groups hiked

hard with only few stops and Pietro

reached the top in 2 hours and 45 minutes
and Ryan around 3 hours and half.

How you cannot be proud of this
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amazing cabin - every day they show you
how much they learned, and friendship

and brotherhood is getting stronger day
by day. The last hike was something
magic for all the group.

On the way down Pietro's group had
a refresh tub in one of the rivers around
the campsite, the best tub ever!!

The rest of the afternoon was spent

playing the game of tag led by Jessie and
Ethan, and Bjorn and Egor were playing

cards game against John and Ryan.

For couple hours we had campers that

were running and screaming, or only

enjoying his book or playing cards.

Before dinner this time, Pietro helped
Jessie, Bjorn, Ethan and Miles to make
a homemade tepee. In less than ten

seconds all the cabin started to work
together to finish it. At the end the tepee

was amazing, I can confirm it.

For dinner we had pizza with a huge
mountain of bacon for each camper.

During dinner Pietro made the best

prank, he told the cabin that a storm was
coming and it was to dangerous stay in

the camp site that night. So the plan was
take down the tents, pack everything and
leave Baxter to get back home at Kieve.

What happen?
All the campers started running around

the camp site, they pack and take down
the tents in less than 10 minutes and the

jumped in the van ready to leave.

When I tell them them that was a

prank, we had funny revolutions against

the counselor, they set up all the tents in

circle and with tent bags and duffel bags

they made a barricade.

Incredible and awesome that happened
all as cabin all together.

After enjoying this last special

moment, 1 had a speech where I thanked
Ryan and John for helping me every day
in every single difficulty, and I really

want to thank all the cabin for giving me
an amazing week of great experience and
enjoyment.

August 3rd
Woke up at 6, pack and go for all the

cabin and finally we drove back to camp
Kieve. The road trip was quick and
rapid, the music was played loud, and
the morale was high.

Only one stop at the gas station, where

we got gas for the van and the mini van.

We arrived at camp around 12:30 after

the last work cleaning all the camp gear

and set up for the last time.

Again the cabin was awesome.
Everybody helped with the cleaning and
unpacking, especially Drew that work
hard every single day of trip and also the

last day.

I had an awesome time scaling

mountains and swimming in the falls

with this amazing and special group, the

word proud is not enough for this group
of friends. Pietro Barbieri, HBC

South Harrington-Damariscotta Lake
July 30th

After a breakfast in Pasquaney with
overcast skies and a windy lake out the

window, we completed our final packing
and left our beach for the far shore.

The metal canoes held up surprisingly

well in the initial downpour. Gonzalo
and Landon, our first time paddlers,

immediately looked at ease in the boats

and powered to the island. The rain

started to abate as we neared Cool Island.

We stopped at Southover to greet South
Glenayr. After dropping our gear at Cool
Island, we paddled in the improving
weather over to Deep Cove to take a look

at the cliffs. Jack especially enjoyed this

part of our morning and marveled at the

beauty around him.

We then returned to our island and
set up camp. We enjoyed a lunch of cold

cuts and played some chess, sniper, and
generally explored the island. The boys

got a fire started, with Diego and Joe at the

helm. The boys made their own burgers

over the fire, and made a teambuilding

exercise out of moving the burning

hot grill off the fire. They performed
splendidly. We then sat around the fire,

telling stories and discussing the various

provinces of Canada. Jack showed a

particular interest in Manitoba. We then

turned in for the night.

July 31st

After a nice sleep in, we awoke to

breakfast sandwiches. Plenty of bacon
allowed for plenty of smiles. We took our

time breaking down the camp, playing

more chess, and getting a fire going.

We then paddled down the lake toward
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the Mills. On the way, we stopped at an

island with a rope swing. We had PB&J&H
sandwiches on the island as well. The
boys had a lot of fun on the rope swing,

even Gesner (rope burns aside). It was
a beautiful day and the paddle back to

camp was aided by tailwinds. A highly

successful primer altogether, the boys

of South Harrington are ready for their

journey into the Maine woods.
Max Harmon, HBC

South Harrington-Baxter State Park
August 4th

South Harrington departed at 10

a.m. The drive to Nesowadnehunk was
uneventful but enjoyable. We set up
camp in the classic North Maine woods
as thunderstorms rolled in. We had a

great dinner of cheese steaks, with Jack

aiding in the cooking. Xander took it

upon himself to cook up all the leftover

steaks, and the boys enjoyed seconds,

peace-pipe style. Everyone turned in

early in preparation of a 3 a.m. rise for

the ascent of Katahdin.

August 5th

We awoke at 3 a.m., it was a cold

morning under shining stars. The boys
slept as we drove the slow 24 miles to

Roaring Brook. Nerves and excitement

characterized the mood. We split into

two groups for the ascent to Baxter Peak.

Joe, Jack, Joel, Landon, and Andrew
went with Harmon up Helon Taylor,

across the legendary Knife's Edge, before

descending on the Hunt Trail. The other

group strolled to Chimney Pond, before

tackling the technical and challenging

Cathedral Trail. The weather conditions

were perfect throughout the hike. South
Harrington was briefly reunited as the

two groups crossed on the Knife's Edge.

Both groups had the opportunity to

speak with some thru-hikers finishing

their journey. Tired legs and aching

knees finally made it to the base of the

magnificent Katahdin. It had been nearly

10 hours since South Harrington was
whole in the van.

After returning to the campground, we
were surprised by the arrival of Bank 1,

with whom we shared the campground
and night. A great dinner of double-

downs did much to relieve the massive

hunger built up during the long day of

hiking.

It was a classic Kieve, full of personal

struggle and ultimately triumph. Sleep

in and chill day on the 'morrow.

August 6th

A great sleep followed the big day on
Katahdin. The boys woke up casually,

and grouped together under the shelter

as early morning rain fell and Bank 1

struggled with scrambled eggs. We made
breakfast sandwiches with sausage, egg,

bacon and cheese on bagels.

The morning continued casually with

a game of Risk, and a short nature walk
that Harmon led Zander, Joe, Christian,

Max, and Gonzalo on. We then enjoyed
a hot lunch of grilled cheese and tomato
soup. It was time to get the day started,

especially as the weather began to turn

agreeable. We set offfor Big Niagara, agreat

swim spot and powerful falls on the AT.

We spent the next three hours exploring

the falls, fording streams, hopping rocks,

and finding natural slides.

We returned to our campsite and
cooked a dinner of burritos. The weather
held and South Harrington and Bank 1

sat around the fire. Jack continued his

discussion of Canadian provinces.

August 7th

This morning we rose at 6:30 for the

move from Nesowadnehunk to Foster

Field and the ascent of OJI. We breakfasted

on granola and rice milk. Upon arriving

at Foster, we made plans with the ranger

at Daicey Pond to assist with the creation

of a trail later that afternoon.

South Harrington split in two, with the

first group racing to the top, enjoying the

breathtaking views of Baxter's highest

peaks. An early lunch was had before

supplies were passed along to the second
group.

When the first group finished the hike,

they went to Daicey to await the ranger,

only to take an hour long nap in the grass:

the ranger was absent. Soon however, the

Maxs, Zanders, and Diego were shoveling

and hauling dirt for the new trail. The
second group never showed, and when
the job was done, the first group returned

to Foster to discover that the second
group had only just arrived, due to the

fact that Jack threw up four times and
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found an especially rare nut. The rest

of the afternoon was spent relaxing,

then dining on pesto/bacon pasta. It was
another great day in all. Only one more
day in the park - watersides and another

hike on the menu.
August 8th

8 a.m. wakeup and an oatmeal

breakfast: Beautiful morning light and
clear skies. South Harrington split in two
for the last time, and the groups headed
to Kidney Pond for an ascent of Sentinel

Mountain. It was a quick and easy climb

compared to Katahdin and OJI. The boys

made it to the top and enjoyed the view
and some wild blueberries.

South Harrington then regrouped at

Foster for some tuna sandwiches, both

to delight and disappoint. The plan was
to head to the slides, but an afternoon

T-storm sent us to books and the Risk

board.

Luckily, the storm only lasted about

an hour and we enjoyed the slides for

the rest of the afternoon. Jack slipped

around, and Andrew found he might
have a career as a projectile. We returned

for a much anticipated Dank dinner,

then enjoyed a campfire and a surplus of

snacks at the end of our trip. We were a

little sad because tomorrow marked the

return to Kieve. It had been a wonderful
time in Baxter State Park and we were
not ready for it to end. Thanks to troop

74 for the apple pie.

August 9th

We enjoyed a breakfast of pancakes
on our last morning in Baxter. M&Ms
speckled the batter. With a stop in Bangor
for lunch, we made it back to Kieve. It

was a great 5 days in the woods. Can't

wait for the next one!

Max Harmon, HBC

North Harris-Tumbledown Mountain
July 24th

After a sleep-in and breakfast at Kieve,

the boys of North Harris packed their

bags and loaded up the van. Soon enough
we were on our way to Mount Blue State

Park for a three-day hiking trip. Good
conversation and music made the three-

hour car ride fly by.

Upon arrival at the campsite all the

campers began to set up the tents while the

counselors cooked up a delicious lunch
of chicken-bacon-ranch sandwiches.

The boys devoured their food and began
to play Frisbee and sniper around the

campsite. While Aiden, Graham, and
Philippe enjoyed talking about Pokemon
with Tom, some other boys like Ethan,

Harper, Garret, and Thacher made a one-

match fire.

As the day wound down and evening

was approaching, we gathered all of the

tent groups to perform the best song
and dance skits for first dinner. It was
really fun to watch the creative skits

that these guys came up with. It was
hard to decide who won, but in the end
it was tent group three with Graham,
Dunk, Clark, and Aiden who did their

rendition of "Wrecking Ball" by Miley
Cyrus. After Jamie, Tom, and I cooked
up personal pizzas for all of the boys, we
finished off the night with some roasted

marshmallows and a game of mafia. It

was impressive to watch Cole roast some
perfect golden brown marshmallows and
Thacher manipulate his way to a near

victory as a mafia member.
July 25th

The next morning we woke up
around 8:30 and prepared for our hike

of Tumbledown Mountain. Following a

quick breakfast of Pop-Tarts, we piled

back into the van and drove through
the treacherous back roads of Mount
Blue State Park to the trailhead of the

Brook Trail. The hike began with great

enthusiasm, which soon turned into

exhaustion as we quickly encountered
steep terrain. However, the boys kept a

positive attitude and persevered to the

top. Garret, Thacher, and Clarke led the

way up the mountain at a fast pace.

The first section of the trail was about
1.2 miles and brought us to an awesome
pond high up in the mountains. Dunk
and Ethan were excited to try Dunk's new
water filter in the pond and generously

replenished many of their cabinmates'

water-bottles. Hank and Zach were
hanging out on the rocks overlooking

the pond and enjoying their snack of

rice crispy treats. We lounged around
Tumbledown pond for about twenty
minutes and then decided to move on
to the peak, about another .6 miles. We
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were above the tree-line so the rest of the

way up was not shaded and consisted

of climbing up large rocks; but the view
from the top was certainly worth the

hike.

After a quick lunch of deli sandwiches,

and Graham consuming a whole lot

of blueberries, we began our decent

to the base. The way down was full of

conversation, laughter, and bonding. It

was easy to see our cabin coming together

in remarkable fashion. I was really happy
to see Henry helping out Cole, who was
not feeling well on the way down.
We returned to the campsite around

4:00 in the afternoon and spent the rest

of the day playing poker, building and
maintaining a fire, and playing other

games. Once Garret finished dominating
the poker game, I began to cook a dinner

of Philly cheese-steaks. Another round
of marshmallows followed, and this time

Jamie conducted a game of mafia. Coop
and Hank were the mafia but they didn't

last quite as long because the cabin

discovered them pretty quickly.

July 26th

The next morning we woke up at 8:00

and made a breakfast of Oreo pancakes as

the kids broke down camp. After packing
and loading everything, we embarked
on our second, and last, hike of the trip

which was up Mount Blue Trail. This hike

was surprisingly difficult as it turned out

to be quite steep. It took us about an hour
and a half to summit Mt. Blue. Once at

the top we admired the incredible view
from the observation tower at the top.

On the way down the mountain we
had some great conversations at the back
of the pack with Hank, Ethan, Dunk,
Cole, and Henry. When Dunk took a spill

and injured his ankle, it was awesome
to watch Ethan instinctively fall back to

help Dunk make it down the mountain.
We finished the trip with a stop at

Romeos for pizza, and miraculously ate

eight large pizzas. Jake Lynch, HBC

North Harris-Moose River

July 29th

While the sun was still rising, the boys
of North Harris loaded the bus with all

of the gear and the canoes and began the

journey to the Moose River. The four-

hour bus ride did not fizzle the energy
and excitement for the beginning of the

trip. Fueled by a breakfast of Pop-Tarts,

we all embarked on the lengthy paddle
across Attean Lake.

However, Mother Nature had other

plans for us, as we were immediately
confronted by strong headwinds. The
battle was on, and the cabin really

impressed me with their paddling
abilities and their perseverance to

push through the choppy water, and
immobilizing headwinds. After a four-

hour struggle across Attean, we finally

arrived at the site of the portage. On the

other side of this grueling 1.2 mile carry

was our campsite. After a quick lunch of

cold cut sandwiches, the boys of North
Harris went right to work. The canoes

were the first pieces of group equipment
across the portage and the walk seemed
endless. While it was great to reach the

end of the trail with the canoes, there

was much more gear to retrieve.

At the end of the day, when the sun
was setting, it was incredibly satisfying to

know that each and everyone conquered
one of the most difficult trip days in all

of Kieve. Dunk and Philippe stood out

in the portage. They not only worked
together to carry their own canoe across,

but they also carried an additional canoe
that was abandoned by another group. 1

was very proud to watch everyone in the

cabin work together to complete such a

strenuous day and we celebrated the

feat with some mouth-watering double

bacon-cheeseburgers and a great night's

sleep.

July 30th

After a nice sleep-in after our first day,

we leisurely awoke around 9:00 AM to a

breakfast of strawberry Pop-Tarts. Once
we had taken down tents and swept the

site, we made our way on to Holeb Pond.

Dunk and Harper took a quick dip in the

water along with their gear and then we
were ready to journey on.

We fortunately did not have any of the

headwinds that tend to accompany this

last stretch of lake paddling, which made
our trip to the Moose River a breeze. We
enjoyed a snack of Rice Krispies Treats

and were ready to begin the Moose. The
current allowed us to focus on the beauty
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of our surroundings and the winding and
narrow nature of the river kept the group
attentive and occupied. Once arriving at

the site, we fished and made miniature

boats to float down the river and pellet

with rocks. The night ended with
double downs for dinner followed by
marshmallows and scary stories around
the campfire and with morale high,

everyone was ready for another day on
this beautiful river.

July 31st

The third day of the trip was relaxing.

We had a well deserved sleep-in until

9:00 and delicious breakfast sandwiches
to start off the day. We took our time

meandering down the tranquil Moose
River. Conversation, jokes, songs and
laughter filled up the majority of the

day until we reached the portage site for

Holeb Falls.

This portage was nothing like the one
on the first day, and the campers easily

made it to the other side with all of our

equipment. When Tom's negotiations led

to the loss of our campsite to a Christian

group, we had to resort to another site a

little ways into the woods with a large

cabin for public use. All of the campers
set up their sleeping bags and pads inside

of the cabin while Jamie, Tom, and 1 set

up our tent outside.

Following a quick lunch of turkey

sandwiches on bagels, rain began to fall

and everyone retreated to shelter. Once
the rain subsided, we made our way out

of the tents and built a fire with what
little dry wood we had gathered. We
played some games around the campsite

and soon started our dinner of chicken

burritos.

After dinner we reflected on our day
with some highs, lows, and shout-outs

around the fire and then headed to bed
to prepare for the long day ahead.

August 1st

It was another beautiful day on the

Moose River as the boys of North Harris

packed up and prepared for the longest

day of paddling. With a quick breakfast

of oatmeal, we were out on the river by
10:00. Soon enough, we came to our

first obstacle. Mosquito Rips that caused
some small problems.

Following a few flipped boats and

some time dumping our water from
the canoes, we were back on our way
down the river to Spencer Rips where
we confronted some bigger water. Jamie,
Tom, and I decided to dry run the rapid,

which meant that we had to portage all

of canoes to the other side. All of the

counselors took turns running the rapids

with camper bowmen. Once all of our
gear and canoes were across the rapids,

we sat down for a lunch of sun-butter

and honey and a chocolate bar. We then
paddled the remainder of the Moose
River, which circled us back to Attean
Lake, the same lake that we started on. It

was a relief to see the narrow and winding
Moose River open up to a spectacular

lake where we could enjoy the sunset as

we paddled by.

The campsite we arrived at was a

beautiful sandy beach and the campers
rejoiced after a long day of paddling. We
cooked up a mean meal of dank with
pepperoni and hung out by the campfire

for the rest of the night.

August 2nd
We awoke to a breakfast of oatmeal

and quickly got on to the water because
we sensed a storm rolling in. We then

made our way past our drop-off point

and entered the last section of the Moose
River. Every member of the cabin pushed
himself as hard as he could in the hope
of avoiding the impending storm that

seemed to be chasing us. A light rain

started to fall as we got on to Long Pond
but we continued to paddle hard to the

Strasburger's campsite. We enjoyed a

lunch of tuna sandwiches that were
followed up by delicious Snickers ice

cream bars provided by Mr. Strasburger.

While some members of the cabin

played on the yellow waterslide, the rest

of the cabin started a fire despite the wet
conditions. With a dinner of chili and
river rice in our bellies, we fell asleep

with excitement growing for the white

water rafting we would face in two days.

August 3rd
The sixth morning we awoke to the

crazy realization that our trip on the

Moose River was over. It was a relaxing

morning with a sleep-in followed by a

breakfast of Oreo pancakes. While the

counselors cooked breakfast, the boys
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began to take down camp and load the

canoes. Bob Linker showed up early with

the bus, and by 10:30 we were ready to

make our way to Adventure Bound.
A short forty-minute drive brought us

to a lodge where we set up our tents in

a large open field. We all enjoyed our

afternoon off by swimming in the pool

and hot tub and playing board games
like Risk and Monopoly. After a week
in the wilderness, a flushing toilet and
electricity were a real treat. The staff

of Adventure Bound cooked us all a

delicious dinner of pizza, curly fries, and
salad. After dinner, the boys of North

Harris went to bed early with excitement

for the rafting tomorrow.

August 4th

It was finally rafting day, and everyone

was excited and ready to go despite

the early wake-up. A quick breakfast of

granola was doled out after all of the tents

were down and everything was packed
up. We headed over to the lodge and
were equipped with wet suits and spray

tops. Soon enough, the bus departed to

the Kennebec River.

While the morning was a little rainy,

the afternoon was sunny and warm. The
rapids were really exciting as each boat

hit numerous class three and four rapids,

and the lower part of the river consisted

of sections for all of us to swim. The
day was so fun and went by in a breeze.

We returned to the lodge for a delicious

lunch of river rice, steak, chicken, and
fish. After lunch it was time to return to

Kieve with a feeling of accomplishment
after completing such a great trip.

Jake Lynch, HBC

Bank I - Bigelow Mountain
July 28th

The boys of Bank I rose this morning
eager to pack up and escape their normal
daily routines of camp; the day of the

first trip had arrived. After breakfast in

Pasquaney, the boys did some last minute
packing, loaded up the van and trailer,

and set off for Bigelow Preserve and
Flagstaff Lake. The drive was somewhat
long, but was made fun by music, talking,

and a few car games. After a quick stop

in Waterville for a lunch of cold cut roast

beef and ham with pepper jack cheese,

Bank I continued on to the campsite:

a beautiful tent site on a peninsula in

Flagstaff Lake. The boys wasted no time

in carrying all of the gear to the campsite

and setting up tents and the tarp to

protect the makeshift kitchen area from

the falling rain.

After a short while, the rain slowed
and eventually stopped, with a few
patches of blue sky poking through. The
counselors seized this opportunity to

cook dinner: bacon cheeseburgers loaded

up with delicious spices. Hilarious skits

directed and acted out by each tent

group determined the order in which the

campers got burgers, seeing as only four

could be cooked at a time. As everyone

ate, thunder rolled in the distance and
lightning flashes from far away lit up
the campsite with the brilliance of a

fireworks display, and all of Bank I

could not help but to stare and watch
in awe of Mother Nature's power. The
rain started back up again as the cleanup

crew finished up cleaning dishes and
everyone, anticipating the next day's

hike, turned in for bed as the storm

continued to brighten the mountains in

the distance.

July 29th

At around 6:30 a.m., the counselors

woke the campers and roused them
from their tents for a hearty breakfast

of breakfast sandwiches comprised of

English muffins, sausage, eggs, and
bacon. Due to some unforeseen delays,

the group pulled out of the campsite at

10:00 a.m., water bottles and backpacks

in hand, determined to summit Avery
Peak on Mt. Bigelow, an incredibly

difficult, yet rewarding hike.

The group quickly proved themselves

to be extremely confident hikers ,
crushing

the first 2.5 miles of the hike in no more
than 45 minutes. As the mountain grew
steeper, campers Drew, Matteo, and
Theo, having nicknamed themselves the

BBC, pulled up the front of the group,

practically flying up the steepest sections

of the mountain with ease.

With each passing minute, the weather
became nicer and nicer, until Bank I

found itself in the midst of a beautiful,

sunny day, quite the change from the

afternoon before. In a remarkable display
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of leadership and teamwork, the fast

hikers stopped a couple hundred yards

from the summit of the mountain to

allow those in the back to catch up and
pull ahead so as to finish the mountain
together as one group.

Up on top of Avery Peak, the campers
enjoyed an incredible 360° view of the

surrounding mountains and forest,

including a first look at Burnt Mountain,
the next day's hike. For lunch, everyone
devoured rocket fuel sandwiches in

order to replenish all of the energy spent

climbing up the mountain; the way
down would prove to be deceptively

difficult. For about an hour, the boys of

Bank I rested on top of the mountain
in preparation for the descent, during

which Will managed to befriend a hungry
bumblebee that the cabin lovingly

nicknamed Lyndon Bee Johnson. When
all were sufficiently rested, we began
our descent of the mountain, eager to get

back to the campsite and go for a swim
in the lake.

When all had arrived at the 2.5 mile

hike-in marker at the bottom of the

mountain itself, the group took a short

water break, and once again, despite

sore legs and tired bodies, flew back to

the campsite where everyone hungrily

snacked on strawberry Nutri-Grain bars,

then went swimming. Nick G., after

swimming, spent his free time building

a roaring fire with wood that all of the

rest of the cabin had gathered, sawed,

and prepared for him. That evening, the

counselors prepared a massive dinner

of fajitas with the help of many of the

campers: Matteo cut peppers, Eric M.
spiced the chicken, and Cameron and
Will helped out with the rice. When all

was prepared, the campers once again

prepared dinner skits, much to the

delight of the counselors, who nearly

died laughing when Ian stole the show
with his impressions. The campers
quickly destroyed any trace of the fajitas,

cleaned up, hung out by the fire, and
then went to bed, exhausted from the

day's work.

July 30th

Before even the counselors had stirred,

an over-achieving tent group comprised
of Drew, Tim, Will, and Theo had already

taken down their tent, packed up their

things, and begun filling people's water
bottles in preparation for our departure

from Flagstaff Lake and our hike up Burnt
Mountain. Soon after the counselors

arose, the other tent groups followed

suit, and remarkably, all of the gear was
packed and ready to go before breakfast

had even started. After a quick breakfast

of granola and powdered milk, the

campers packed up the van and trailer,

and then returned to the campsite to do
a final sweep to make sure we had not

forgotten anything. After the sweep. Will

pointed out a campsite that some people
had left the day before with trash and
litter everywhere. Without hesitation,

the rest of the cabin immediately picked
up every piece of trash they could find

and carried it off, disgusted at how
someone could leave a mess like that

in such a beautiful place. All of the

counselors were extremely proud to see

such environmental stewardship at such
a young age, and applauded them for

their work.

After cleaning, the group piled into

the van and drove off to Burnt Mountain,
a shorter mountain that is part of the

popular Sugarloaf Ski Area in the winter.

The group made a successful summit, but

due to a set turnaround time and some
inclement weather approaching, the

group hurriedly descended the mountain,
had a snack of Oreos, and left for camp.
After a lengthy stop at Waterville House
of Pizza, where the campers, like locusts,

devoured as much pizza as they could

stomach. Bank I headed back to camp,
ready to get back to relative civilization

for a few days before their big trip to

Baxter State Park and the East Branch of

the Penobscot River.

Jake Hart, HBC

Bank I - Baxter State Park and
East Branch of Penobscot River

August 5th

We woke up bright and early at 6:00

a.m. to catch our bus ride to Baxter State

Park. The weather was partly cloudy

and threatening to rain. After promptly

loading all of our gear, we climbed

onto the bus and many campers and
counselors took the opportunity to catch
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up on missed sleep. On top of their

breakfast the boys also enjoyed a stop at

Dunkin' Donuts, where we procured a

large supply of donut holes.

We arrived at the Nesowadnehunk
Field campsite where South Harrington

was our neighbor. Camp was set up and
we searched the map for a fun hike to

start the trip. Since the sun was now
shining, we decided to hike the trail

to Little Niagara Falls. We divided the

boys into two groups for hiking and set

off. Upon our arrival we found beautiful

falls with natural waterslides along with

an excellent place to swim. Will Sears

attempted to swim up the rapids but was
quickly thwarted by the speedy current.

After a nice drying session on the warm
rocks, we had a snack and headed back
to camp. The evening was spent playing

games with South Harrington and a

delicious dinner of bacon burgers.

August 6th

We awoke to a moderate rain and
overcast skies. Everyone enjoyed a slow
breakfast of scrambled eggs while we
waited for the showers to pass. Once
the weather cleared, the boys packed up
their daypacks and loaded into the vans
for our hike. We set out on the longest

hike of the trip, which was 9 miles up to

North Brother peak that had an elevation

of 4100 feet. Again we separated into two
groups for hiking with plans to meet at

the top for lunch.

At the top we enjoyed a filling lunch of

rocket fuel while admiring the beautiful

view of OJl and Katahdin. After our hike

we cooled off with a field trip to the

natural waterslides. Eric Mehrberg had to

be forced out of the water when it came
time to leave. Back at camp Cameron and
Henry helped prepare a filling dinner of

fajita chicken with rice. Nick Giandria
made a fire and the two cabins finished

the day playing board games and enjoying
conversation around the fire.

August 7th

Sunshine greeted us as we began our
first ofmany times packing up and moving
camp. The boys completed their assigned

tasks and had breakfast in under an hour.

We said goodbye to South Harrington
and loaded into the van heading north.

Along the way we stopped to hike the

South Branch Pond trail, which was a

7-mile loop. We decided we would have
the two hiking groups race around the

loop in opposite directions to see who
could complete it first. Ben Wheeler led

my group to victory, completing the hike

in three hours. The second group was
led by Tim White and finished only 10

minutes later than the first group.

After our hike we continued our drive

to Matagamon and set up camp. From
the store we purchased the boys a treat of

sodas. We cooked our dinner of personal

pizzas over the fire, which proved
challenging but delicious. The boys then

enjoyed s'mores over the fire. A passing

thundershower forced the boys to retreat

to their tents for games and then sleep.

August 8th

Another sunny day greeted us for

breakfast. We made decadent scrambled
pancakes with M&Ms and Hershey's

chocolate. We cleaned up breakfast and
cleaned the vans before heading out to

our resupply. We canoed back to our

campsite with a brief portage around the

dam. Upon our arrival the boys enjoyed
treats of Coke, fresh berries, and chips.

The boys had the rest of the day free

to rest up for several long days on the

river. For dinner we served juicy Philly

cheesesteaks and finished the day around
the fire playing mafia.

August 9th

We got an early start for a long day
of canoeing and portaging. The boys
quickly became acquainted with their

canoes. After several unplanned turns

and spins, the canoe group of Cam
and Drew was leading the pack. We
paddled down several rocky rapids and
rips without tipping a single canoe. We
arrived at our first real portage at Haskell

Rock. Matteo, Cam, and John jumped
at the opportunity to learn how to solo

canoes and carried them down the small

path. Thanks to everyone's cooperation

and help we completed our first portage

in less than 45 minutes.

Everyone did so well that day that

we finished the 10 miles of paddling
and 2.5 portages before 1 pm. The
rest of the day was spent enjoying the

beautiful sunny day. The river provided
much entertainment for campers and
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counselors. Nick Kelley came up with

the idea to throw a rotten log in the river.

We then ran down the path to watch it go

over the falls adjacent to our campsite.

Later in the day a Long Voyage cabin

from Wavus arrived and set up camp at

an adjacent campsite. The boys mingled
with the girls for a while and even
played a few games. Later, the boys had
the opportunity to let out their wild side

with a game of assassins in the forest with

Drew Marshal rising as the champion.
August 10th

The weather remained beautiful as we
began our longest day of the trip. The
boys executed another speedy pack up
and ate breakfast. We quickly arrived

at our final and longest portage. The
Hulling Machine portage was 1.1 miles

over difficult terrain. Everyone carried

heavy loads and completed the portage

in just over an hour. We continued

down the river when Tim White and
Nick Giandria enjoyed an unexpected
swim. After reloading their canoe, we
continued down a series of rapids and
had a slow paddle to our campsite above
Whetstone Falls.

After a filling meal of pasta, chicken,

and cheese, the boys were almost ready

for bed. Before going to bed we had
to play a few more rounds of mafia.

Exhausted, the men of Bank 1 returned to

their tents for an early bedtime.

August 11th

Although we had completed all of

the portages, we still had a long day of

paddling. We set out at 8:30 a.m. at a brisk

pace. Although no one was bold enough
to attempt the rope swing, the boys all

enjoyed jumping off of an abandoned
bridge into the river. Theodore Stone
described the bridge as "sketchy". Ian

McTeague scouted the river to make sure

it was deep enough and Eric Schlenk was
bold enough to jump off multiple times.

We enjoyed a lunch of grilled cheese
and jerky above Grindstone. After lunch
we scouted the rapids before bumping
and dodging our way down the infamous
Whitewater. With most of the paddling
done, we constructed a massive flotilla

of all the canoes and drifted down to the

campsite. We arrived at 3:30 p.m. and
enjoyed a relaxing afternoon topped off

by delicious handmade burgers formed
beautifully by Matteo.

August 12th

For our final morning we got going

early and had a calm paddle down the

river finished by a sprint the last 200
yards. The boys passed the time waiting

for the van playing on a playground at

the landing site. Our bus arrived early

but the boys were already ready to load

the gear. We stopped by Big G's for a

giant lunch where Eric Schlenk boldly

set out to finish a massive whoopee pie.

We celebrated the completion of our trip

with ice cream from Round Top.

Jake Hart, HBC

Bank II - Bigelow Mountain, Baxter State

Park, East Branch Penobscot River

July 30th

The men of Bank II awoke at camp
eager to start the longest camping trip

they have ever been on. We had breakfast

at camp and then did some last minute
packing before loading the van. We
drove almost 4 hours to our campsite at

Mt. Bigelow. We had a late lunch of cold

cut sandwiches and then the kids set up
camp.
That afternoon we did some camping

101 talks and then started dinner.

For dinner we had some delicious

bacon cheeseburgers that the campers
thoroughly enjoyed. After dinner the kids

made a nice campfire, Stephen Brackett

was especially helpful and we talked

around the campfire for a bit. After this

we went to bed early knowing that we
had a big hike ahead of us the next day.

July 31st

We woke up early at 7 AM to prepare

for our big day. All of the kids filled up
their 2 water bottles, put their rain gear

and their fleeces in their day pack, and
then we had a quick breakfast of Pop-
Tarts and we got going. After a little

trouble finding the trail, we started our

hike up Mt. Bigelow. Bigelow is a tough
mountain and in total it's about a 10-

mile day. After hiking hard and lots of

sweating we reached the summit. The
summit was quite cold and unfortunately

we did not get great views due to the fog,

but all of the kids were in high spirits at

the top. On the top of the mountain we
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had a filling lunch of pep and cheese and
then we headed down.
The boys completed the hike in

impressive fashion and time as we were
up and down the mountain in a little over

6 hours. Once we got back to camp the

kids were very tired, so they chilled in

their tents for a bit. I later made them all

a delicious dinner of Philly cheesesteaks.

That night we hung out with a Wavus
cabin and the kids loved hanging out

with the girls around the campfire and
sharing s'mores. Overall it was a really

good day and I was very proud of the

boys.

August 1st

We awoke at around 8 and unfortunately
we had some stove trouble, so we were
unable to have the planned breakfast of

oatmeal and we had to have Pop-Tarts

again. After that we packed up camp and
loaded up the trailer, we then started

our five-hour drive to Baxter State Park.

Halfway on the drive we stopped at

Walmart for the kids to have a lunch of

PBJ sandwiches, and for me to get some
supplies including a new stove. After

our stop we continued our long drive

to Baxter. We finally arrived late in the

afternoon and went to our campsite at

Trout Brook Farm.
That night we set up camp and I made a

dinner of chicken back fajitas for the kids

and then some Snicker bars for dessert,

and the kids were very happy to say the

least. We went to bed very happy to start

our Baxter portion of the trip.

August 2nd
We slept in a bit our first day at Baxter

until around 8:30, as the kids deserved

it and clearly needed it. We then had a

nice filling and delicious breakfast of

breakfast sandwiches and Grant Carlson

and Mikey Kantor were a great help in

making them. After breakfast we geared

up for our first hike in Baxter.

It was a beautiful day so 1 took the kids

to Blueberry Ledges, which is a trail off

of the A.T and, even though it was a bit of

a drive from our campsite, it was worth
it. Blueberry Ledges is one of my favorite

spots in Baxter, it is full of blueberry

bushes and you get to see waterfalls and
natural water slides alongside the trail.

The kids loved the hike and the scenery.

Tuna was for lunch today and it was great

to have a cabin that was so welcoming
towards tuna.

After the hike we got back into the van
and headed back to the campsite. The
kids had a little free time where they

enjoyed some swimming in the river by
the campsite, where there is also a nice

10-foot bridge for the kids to jump off.

Dinner that night was Dank, which is

pasta with a couple different kinds of

cheese and 1 threw in some bacon and
pepperoni. Jonah Hirsch was of great

assistance in preparing dinner that night.

The kids enjoyed the meal and then went
to bed ready for another night in Baxter.

August 3rd
We awoke to another beautiful day

in Baxter State Park this time a little

earlier though. We had a quick breakfast

of oatmeal and then walked to a nearby

hike of Trout Brook Mountain. The hike

seemed small, but it was actually quite

steep and a 3.4 mile hike total. After

finishing the hike in a few hours we
went back to camp and had some PB&Js
for lunch.

We then got in the van and drove about

an hour to the actual natural water slides.

On the waymy fearless co-counselors Ned
Carpenter and Hayden DeSanto actually

saw a bear in the middle of the road.

Finally we got there and we immediately

got into the water. The kids and I spent

the next couple of hours sliding down all

the slides and it was an absolute blast.

We also tried all linking up and going

down together, which didn't work as

well as we thought it would.
After a few hours at the water slides, we

drove back to camp and started preparing

dinner. Tonight's dinner was personal

pizzas, which took a while to make
but they were delicious and everyone

really liked them. We then made a nice

campfire and all sat around the campfire

and ate some s'mores. It was truly a great

day and we went to bed excited for our

last day in the park.

August 4th

I got the kids up early this morning,

as I was planning to take them on our

biggest hike yet, which would be Black

Cat Mountain. Unfortunately it was
absolutely pouring rain when I woke up
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and there was some thunder as well, so

I did not want to take the kids on a big

hike with the threat of lighting. Instead

that morning we had a great breakfast of

corned beef hash and just chilled as the

pouring rain didn't let up until noon.

As soon as noon came, the skies

opened up and we had lunch of grilled

cheese and tomato soup. After lunch I

let the kids swim off the bridge for a bit,

and I was planning on doing a smaller

hike. Right then was when we found out

that due some reservation confusion, we
would have to leave Baxter a day early.

It was no big deal as the kids packed
up camp quickly and loaded up the

trailer. We headed to the campsites at

Matagammon, which was only about

15 minutes away, and luckily they were
able to accommodate us for the night

as we were planning to stay there the

following night anyways. Once we got to

the campsite we set up camp and had a

nice dinner of beef stew and harvest pilaf

rice for dinner.

August 5th

We got up early to make sure we were
on time for our resupply just outside the

gate of Baxter State Park. We had some
oatmeal for breakfast, packed up camp,
loaded up the trailer and drove to the

resupply point. We ended up waiting

for a while, but then we saw Reid and
Bank I. We gave our vehicles to Bank I,

got the canoes from Reid and loaded up
our gear including some new food. Once
all of our canoes were loaded, we started

our quick paddle back to the Matagamon
Campgrounds. We set up camp actually

at the same site we were at the previous

night and had a nice lunch of cold cuts.

The kids had some free time in the

campground, so we spent some time

swimming and floating down the river.

This included a rescue mission done by
me, Jonah Hirsch and Stephen Brackett

to save Jonah's croc that floated down
the river. After a fun swim session we
went back to the campsite and prepared

dinner, which was chicken bacon ranch

patties. The kids feasted and we had a

great night sitting around the campfire

laughing the night away excited for the

river portion of our trip to really start.

August 6th

We awoke again unfortunately to some
terrible weather, it was pouring rain, but
the kids were still in high spirits, which
was great to see. Today would be a long

day, so I got the kids up early and we
loaded up the boats quickly. We got on
the river before 9, which was great and
I was super impressed by how good the

kids were at paddling. My bowman Victor

Scheibler was particularly impressive.

We made it to our first portage at

Haskell Rock in less than 2 hours, this

included going through Stair Falls rapids,

which wasn't too high due the whole
river being really low. We got to Haskell

Rock and the kids absolutely crushed the

0.5-mile portage, getting it done in about

an hour.

After the portage we had a quick lunch
of pep and cheese, and headed back
on the river, where we had to paddle a

few more rips to get to our next portage

at Pond Pitch. During this time Tommy
Deegan and Peyton Bean's canoe got

pinned against the rocks. It took some
help from me and the other counselor

Ned Carpenter to get it unpinned. After

the pinning incident the kids shook it

off and crushed the short 0.2 portage of

Pond Pitch. Shortly after the Pond Pitch

portage we had the Grand Pitch portage,

which is only slightly longer than Pond
Pitch. We ended up staying here for

the night, as it's a great campsite that

overlooks a majestic waterfall.

We portaged all of our canoes and
gear beside our tents and personal gear

to the end of the trail and set up camp.
We spent the afternoon swimming below
the waterfall and floating down wearing

life jackets as diapers, the counselors

and a few campers did this, including

Mikey Kantor who loved it, and we did it

several times and it was a blast. We also

stayed with LVII here and it was great

hanging out with them for the afternoon.

That night for dinner we had a fantastic

meal of chicken bacon alfredo. The meal
was a huge hit with the kids and the kids

went to bed felling satisfied and excited

for the next day on the Penobscot.

August 7th

We awoke early because it was our

longest mileage day on the river with
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a total of over 20 miles. Luckily it was
absolutely gorgeous day. We packed

up camp, loaded up the boats and our

breakfast was Nutrigrain bars, with a side

of Snicker bars.

We hit the river early and almost

immediately we were at our last portage,

the Hulling Machine, which is also our

longest portage, around a mile. As usual

the kids crushed the portage, finishing

it in about an hour twenty minutes and
we were right back on the river. After the

portage we paddled as hard as we could

for about 2 hours until noon and covered

almost 10 miles, until we stopped at a

campsite along the river for a protein

filled lunch of tuna.

After a quick lunch we were back on
the river, but we took a little longer in

the afternoon as we floated for a while,

conversed and did some swimming. After

doing this for about an hour and a half,

we got back to paddling and paddled
the remaining ten miles to a campsite

slightly past the bridge at Whetstone.
It was great campsite right next to a

abandoned house, with a great beach
and plenty of space. We set up camp
and the kids prepared dinner as they

earned my trust to cook. Dinner tonight

was Mexican Fiesta Rice with chicken,

bacon and pepperoni mixed in. It was a

delicious dinner and the kids did a great

job making it. We also had a dessert of

beef jerky that we got on the resupply. It

was another great day on the river and
we went to bed excited for our last full

day on the river.

August 8th

We awoke for our final full day on the

river at about 7:30. Again it was another

gorgeous day. Breakfast was everyone's

favorite, breakfast sandwiches. After a

filling and delicious breakfast, we loaded
the boats and were on the river by 9.

We paddled about 8 miles to a rope
swing located on the right side of the

river and there the kids enjoyed some
swinging and swimming. After the break
we took another break right before our
biggest rapid at Grindstone, where we
had a quick lunch of PBJs. After lunch
we scouted the rapid and got in the boats.

I led the way with my boy Victor and
everyone made it down the rapid with

great ease. It really helped that the river

was running low, but 1 was also really

proud with how good the kids became at

paddling in rapids.

After Grindstone we had to deal

with some on and off showers, but we
finished the last 4 miles to Pine Grove
pretty quickly. We set up camp, and
the kids had some free time, so I got

them some sodas at the store and we
just chilled for a while. I also got Mikey
Kantor a Mountain Dew and an ice cream
to celebrate his birthday. LVII showed up
shortly and then we started preparing a

dinner of pepperoni, bacon, kielbasa and
Italian sausage for meat fest 2014. After

dinner we also had a ton of s'mores so

the kids would go to bed feeling full and
satisfied on their last night. We went to

bed excited to finish the trip and return

to camp tomorrow.
August 9th

We awoke at 7:30, had a quick breakfast

of Pop-Tarts and loaded up the boats, so

we could paddle the remaining 3 miles

and make our pickup at Medway at 10

AM. We paddled there quickly and we all

got there around 9:15. The One was there

to greet us, so we loaded up the trailer and
were on the road by 10. On the way back
we stopped at Happy China Buffet where
all of us ate far too much food and were
stuffed, but the kids thoroughly enjoyed
it. After the lunch stop, we headed back to

camp and arrived around 3. We cleaned

up our gear, set up our tents in tent city

and settled back into our cabin. Overall it

was a great and smooth trip and I could

not be more proud of this group.

Evan Dyal, HBC

Allagash I - Allagash Wilderness
Waterway

July 27th

Today we woke up at 5:30 in the

morning to finish packing up our cabin

in preparation for our fourteen-day trip.

We then carried our river duffles and
various supplies to the bus, which was
being driven by the famous Kieve driver,

the One. The ride would be six hours
in its total duration, so the One blasted

rock music from his speakers, which
looked like they might explode due to

the incredible volume.
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After a quick stop at Dunkin' Doughnuts
for some munchkins, we carried on to

Walmart where we picked up additional

suppUes including lots of tanning oil

for the counselors, this was when The
One told us a number of incredible

stories from his time in the military. This

would be our last stop before reaching

Hannibal's Crossing, the put-in point. As
the campers were getting anxious for the

trip. Trey put on "Time of the Season"
by The Zombies and we all sang along

("What's your name, who's your daddy?
Is he rich like me?") - It lightened the

mood.
As we pulled onto the Golden Road,

we began to get pumped up for this

exciting adventure and soon we were in

the water and on our way. As we started

to paddle, we realized that the wind was
strong enough so that we tried to use our

tarp as a sail. As we kept paddling, we
noticed the sky had become increasingly

overcast which frightened us a bit. Soon
it began to thunder so we had to pull off

to the side of the river and huddle in the

trees. Incidentally, this is where Long
Voyage I caught up to us and so we all

tried to stay warm together. We waited

until Trey thought it safe to carry on.

Unfortunately, Long Voyage I took the

Big Island campsite we were hoping to

get so we had to stay at the lesser one
in the pouring rain. Eventually the sun
came out though and we rejoiced. We ate

our cheesesteaks and slept soundly.

Charlie Hansen, Camper
July 28th

We woke up at 4 in the morning and
after taking down our campsite, we
paddled for quite a while. The paddling

took so long because we were on a lake

and had a ways to go before we would
reach the dreaded Mud Pond Portage.

When we reached the portage

trailhead, we had a big lunch of cold

cuts after which we started the portage.

They don't call it Mud Pond for nothing.

It was relatively dry when we started,

but it eventually became muddy. I was
portaging my canoe with Henry Wright
and when we got about halfway, it

started to pour buckets of rain. On top of

that, we all underestimated how long the

portage actually was. The trail became

so flooded that we were able to drag the

canoe through waist deep water at some
points. When I finished with the canoe, I

went to get more group and personal gear

and at this point the water and mud were
both much, much deeper.

After four and a half hours we had
completed the challenge and found
ourselves paddling through monsoon-
like wind and rain across Mud Pond. Trey

was furious with the weather but kept us

paddling hard all the same, determined
to make Gravel Beach by nightfall. We
could barely see the other side of the

lake but we carried on. Soon we reached
Gravel Beach and it was everything we
had heard and more - what a beautiful

place. After we set up camp, I realized

how proud I was of myself and the cabin

for completing Mud Pond. It was surely

a day to remember.
Max Van Aller, Camper

July 29th

Today was great! We had a very nice

day to rest at Gravel Beach. It was nice

to rest up after our long day on the Mud
Pond Portage. Most of us were sore. We
all slept in to times ranging from 10-

12 in the morning. We had an amazing
breakfast of bacon, sausage, egg, and
cheese.

After breakfast, we all went down
to the beach and relaxed. It was a bit

windy but, being dressed warmly, we
were just fine. Our lunch consisted of

hamburgers cooked over the fire, which
was really cool and delicious. The sky

was still cloudy in the morning but the

clouds burned off by around 4 p.m. and
we enjoyed a few beautiful hours of

much desired sunshine. At this time we
all went down to the beach. The rest of

our chill day was spent reading, playing

cards, talking, writing, and relaxing.

We watched the sunset that night and it

was unlike anything I had ever seen - the

sun turned a bright red as it fell below
the tree line. After turning red, the sun
turned pink, leaving red and pink streaks

in the sky as it left our sightline. Brooks,

Harry, Henry Wright, and I helped J. Rock
make a cairn on the shore (aka "Rock
Mountain").

After the sunset, we made a great fire

and cooked grilled cheese and tomato
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soup. We ate dinner by the fire and then

went to the beach to stargaze. The stars

were incredibly clear and the Big Dipper
shined brightly in the center of the sky.

Away from the pollution of the city we
were able to see the stars like never

before, reflecting off of Chamberlain
Lake in an awesome way as we spoke of

the Universe and our place in it. We saw
a few shooting stars too but soon went
hunting for crayfish. Afterwards, we
went to bed, ready for our resupply the

next day. Andrew Clark, Camper
July 30th

We went to bed last night not knowing
exactly what the next day would hold for

us. Most of the cabin would be allowed to

sleep in and lounge around Gravel Beach,

but a chosen few were to be woken up
at 6:30 a.m. and paddle six miles to see

Reid for our resupply. To my surprise, I

was chosen to wake up early and partake

in this adventure.

When I heard Trey's voice waking
up Parker and me, I tried to ignore it.

That failed. But meeting the rest of my
brothers who would paddle with me
lifted my spirits and woke me up.

Paddling felt like a breeze, it seemed as

though we were blasting through the lake

and time truly was flying. This is due to

the interesting conversation that flowed
from canoe to canoe. However, looking

back, the conversation couldn't have
been that interesting because I cannot
remember a word of it.

Looking for landmarks found on the

map was another aspect of the paddle
that we did to stimulate ourselves. As we
spotted the landmarks, we marked down
l/4th of the way, then 1/2, then 3/4th of

the way. I would have been frustrated

with the journey but positivity was our

ally, and eventually we made it.

We pulled up on a noisy boat dock
and were surprised to see we had arrived

early. It was ten minutes until Reid
showed up and I can safely say that

I had never been so happy to see a car

before. We then worked hard to unload
the new supplies of food and goods, our

motivation being nothing more than

aiding The Brotherhood.

Looking back, I concluded that today
was a big one. Food to feed 13 teenagers

and 3 counselors, twelve miles of

paddling, 48 bags of sunflower seeds,

and 100 slim jims - the last two snacks
courtesy of Andrew Dorman's mother.

Arriving back at camp we were rushed
upon by the rest of our cabin who helped
unload the new food and gear in an effort

to show their gratitude for our labor. I am
glad to have woken up early for the day.

Sam Czaja, Camper
July 31st

We awoke around 6:00 a.m., packing
up quickly and filling our stomachs with
Nutrigrain bars and strawberry Pop-
Tarts. We set off and paddled around
Chamberlain Lake. The Maine Wilderness
constantly amazes me; Chamberlain Lake
is a vast body of water and it had an eerie

fog. The mist lifted above the mountains
around us and we soon arrived at Lock
Dam, welcomed by an odd whirlpool.

We carried our canoes and gear over and
rode the first rapid we had seen since

day one.

After checking out various campsites

along the lake, we went to see the

abandoned locomotives that have been
left to rot in the forest. After a lunch of

cold cuts, we stopped by Farm Island

in search of a natural spring, but were
unable to find it.

Back on the lake, the winds began to

pick up and a dark cloud started to creep

up on us. We arrived at Pump Handle,

and quickly set up camp. The impending
storm caused the cabin to retreat to the

tents, and everyone passed out until

10:00 p.m. We all woke up, had double

downs, and went back to sleep.

Andrew Dorman, Camper
August 1st

Waking to a fresh new day, we left

our tents greeted by the aroma of egg,

sausage, and sizzling bacon. With food

in our stomachs and gear packed away,

we set off for a short, chill paddle in

the wonderful Maine weather. Leaving

our damp campsite, we applied copious

amounts of sunscreen while the warmth
of the sun dried out our clothes.

As our paddle progressed, the

counselor/camper boats split off to have

a meeting, while the campers debated

going AWOL. As we realized we had no
grill and no food, we decided that we
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should stick with our leaders. After a brief

snack attack, we arrived at our campsite.

With a gravel beach, beautihil point, and
excellent outhouse, both counselors and
campers were happy at Schofield Point.

Once tents were set up, a lunch of PB&J
was eaten. We then ventured further

into the woods, gathering firewood; the

JCs rested while Trey enjoyed a novel.

Dinner was then cooked and a fire was
built. It was a good day.

Niall McDonald, Camper
August 2nd
We departed from Schofield Point

around 7:00 a.m. It was a quick paddle to

Churchill Dam. At the dam we visited the

Churchill Historical Center and saw old

pictures of Kieve going down the rapids

in the 50s. We had a quick snack before

going down Chase Rapids, the biggest

and fastest of the trip.

Trey and I were the first pair to go

down, and we flipped on a hidden rock.

Trey and Jake fearlessly went and flipped

our canoe back over in the middle of the

river. They bailed it out and prepared to

send it back on its way down; we were
set back 20 minutes, but the people ahead
spent that time taking a nice swim.
The rapids were surprisingly fun and

exhilarating. After that we had a quick

river paddle, exiting into a lake before

reaching our campsite, called Pine. When
we arrived, we set up camp and made
beef stew. I ate a lot of the stew, definitely

one of my favorite meals, and I'm sure

everyone else enjoyed it as well.

We all went to sleep early in

anticipation of the next day. Overall, the

day had been a great experience and was
one of my fondest memories of the trip

so far. Harry Makovsky, Camper
August 3rd
Today we woke up early and started

out on Long Lake. We then paddled for

a few miles and hit fast moving water.

After that we started "Gash Paddling" for

a few miles. We passed a lot of campsites,

but they were all either full or too small,

so we kept going down the river. Finally,

we hit Five Finger West, 28 miles from
our starting point, marking this our
longest day of the trip, over a day ahead
of schedule. All things considered, it was
a chill day. Henry McNeill, Camper

August 4th

On the ninth morning of our Allagash

excursion, although colloquially referred

to as the "customary Kieve bar-mitzvah,"

a right of passage for campers, we graced

with a relatively late rising, following the

tribulations and fatigue of the previous

day. After a short scramble for plates and
cutlery, our day was officially started

with an inconceivable breakfast of M&M
pancakes, a nice relief from the allegedly

"fantastic" meal of corn-beef hash,

according to our counselors.

We then started off on our

comparatively short journey from Five

Finger West campsite to Ramsey's Ledge;

the current of the river and the prevailing

winds were in our favor. Most canoe
partnerships opted to "gash-paddle,"

allowing everyone to relax. Several

groups indulged in a game of "choice,"

a role-playing game engineered by the

campers. Having eaten a memorable
snack of double-chocolate chip Rice

Krispies treats, we shortly arrived at our

campsite for the night.

We ate a filling lunch of tuna on pita

and fervently collaborated to form an
anticipated swimming session, aswe were
certainly in need of some rejuvenation.

The cabin then bonded over a dinner of

beef stew and Mexican rice, and after an
uneventful evening of Magic card games,

boisterous conversations in our tents,

and steaming hot chocolate, we slipped

into our sleeping bags and into sleep, in

a bout of ecstasy for the grandeur of the

next campsite, Allagash Falls.

Henry Wright, Camper
August 5th

Today we had a nice sleep in, slowly

rising for a nice swim on the beach of

Ramsey Ledges. Then came another

breakfast of corned beef hash, a generally

loathed meal by the cabin members of

The Allagash. I didn't have any at first,

but later decided to attempt to keep down
the meal. After breakfast, we embarked
on the short paddle to Allagash Falls,

portaging the canoes and setting up camp
upon arrival. Some people relaxed at the

site while others read and played Magic.

Everyone else swam and tanned at the

falls. We then had a great rock-skipping

contest to decide the eating order for
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dinner. Personally, I think I won, but

counselor "J-Rock" said otherwise. We
had grilled PB&J with tomato soup for

lunch. After, everyone chilled around
until dinner. Kidder made peanut butter

and soy pasta, a Kieve classic also known
as "Gado-Gado," which was amazing. We
built a great fire, talked as a cabin, and
hit the sack. Andrew Dorman, Camper
August 6th

We awoke at a decent time in the

morning to a delicious breakfast of M&M
pancakes prepared by Harry and myself,

far better than our first attempt. We hit the

river after finishing the portage around
the Falls and saying hi to Allagash II. We
arrived in Allagash Village in the early

afternoon, and set up camp in Evelyn's

Field with a lunch of peanut butter

sandwiches in our bellies. We had some
major chill time until the early evening

when we all took part in some talking

and singing. We had an amazing dinner

of spaghetti with homemade sauce and
went to bed dreaming of returning home
to Kieve. Parker Swensrud, Camper
August 7th

We woke up in Evelyn's Field at 9:30

to the counselors literally pulling us

out of bed. We then had a "delicious"

breakfast of hash. We cleaned up the

site and headed out onto the St. John
River for our last paddle of the trip.

With various houses along the river, we
stopped at a general store for a quick

break and some trail mix. Afterwards, we
ran some small rapids and made it to our

final site which was very nice and shady.

We set up camp and had a nice lunch of

peanut butter sandwiches and rice, the

last food remaining in our bins. We made
a fire, recited "The Allagash Preamble,"

and watched the sunset together as we
awaited the arrival of "The One," our bus
driver and pizza dinner deliveryman.

After his arrival, we all sat down to a

great feast, drank soda, read our mail,

and went to sleep knowing that our great

journey had come to an end.

Parker Swensrud, Camper

Allagash II- Allagash Wilderness
Waterway

July 28th

We woke up at 5, pumped for our

first day on the Gash. After bringing our
gear down to the Buck, we ate a quick
breakfast of cereal and packed our stuff

into the bus. We drove for a while and
the One got us munchkins. We also made
another stop at Walmart. We put in at

Hannibal's Crossing and had a quick
snack of Rice Krispies treats. After about
a 3-hour paddle we reached our campsite
just as it started pouring rain. We hurried

to get all our gear and set up our tents

and the rain tarp. We then waited out

the rain and had lunch. When the rain

finally stopped, we had cheesesteaks for

dinner then went to bed.

Leo Steger, Camper
July 29th

We woke up to Nat Shenton's distinct

voice at 5 o'clock in the morning. We were
told to quickly pack up our gear, and to be
out of OuUettes as soon as possible. We
ate a delicious, mouthwatering breakfast

of bacon, egg, and cheese sandwiches.

After the breakfast, we loaded up the

canoes, and we were off!

Our entire cabin paddled down the

West Branch of the Penobscot River for

a rough estimate of 2 hours. This river

reminded me of the Moose River with its

slow and exhausting paddling. After the

West Branch, we arrived at Chesuncook
Lake and from there we paddled to

Umbazookus Stream. We kept on
paddling that stream until we arrived

at Longley Stream Bridge. As soon as

we spotted the bridge, we knew that we
had a bit of a conundrum, but luckily the

counselors knew what to do. DUCK, the

counselors yelled as we approached the

low bridge.

After the bridge we faced another

problem. There was this huge, unused
dam. It was a bit difficult to pass, but in

the end we triumphed in victory. After

the dam, we arrived at Umbazooksus
Lake. The unexpected winds made it a

bit difficult to paddle, but we made it to

our portage trail.

We stopped at one of the campsites

to have a quick bite to eat. Afterwards

we started portaging the brutal 1.5 Mud
Pond trail. Luckily, the night before we
got a lot of rain, which made it much less

burdensome. We were able to drag the

canoes part of the way. Overall we did
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the whole entire portage in an average of

two trips.

We then started paddling on Mud
Pond. After we came upon a very rocky,

shallow fast moving stream. Many of us

got stuck in the rocks more than once.

After the stream, we arrived on the

tranquil Chamberlain Lake. It was pure

beauty and we had to take a couple of

minutes to stare and ask ourselves,

"is it real?" We eventually came to our

campsite. Gravel Beach, and stayed the

night, while enjoying some of the best

double downs we ever had the pleasure

of eating. Stuart Baker, Camper
July 30th

The day started off with a late wake-
up and then reading on Gravel Beach.

We slept like babies after our long day
on Mud Pond. We had a late breakfast at

around 10:00 of toasted bagels and cream
cheese. It was quite eventful watching
everybody spread the cream cheese in all

different ways. The rest of the morning
was spent hanging out with Allagash I,

playing cards, reading, stone skipping

etc. For lunch, we had grilled tortillas

filled with sunbutter, jelly, and a drizzle

of honey. Like the morning, we spent

our free day hanging out with a couple

of rain scares every couple hours. We
fantasized about our resupply that will

come tomorrow, and seeing the slightest

bit of civilization. For dinner we had
dank (pasta, cheese, bacon, and onions).

We scarfed it down and then moved on to

the s'mores that Allagash I kindly shared

with us. It soon started to rain bringing

an end to our marshmallow brigade, we
all jumped into our tents to go to sleep,

ready for yet another day of paddling.

Patrick Kavanagh, Camper
July 31st

Unlike yesterday's rest day, we received

a 7:00 a.m. wake-up call to start our long

but enjoyable paddle ahead. We packed
everything up and left our things at the

campsite; we need space in our canoes for

the resupply. After two hours, we began
to see the outline of Will Hackett himself,

waiting to deliver us much needed iced

teas and coolers. As we enjoyed our
Arnold Palmers, a cute little dog trotted

up the hill to say hi. We gave him a warm
welcome and a much appreciated belly

rub. We said our goodbyes and paddled
back to retrieve our tents.

Storm clouds loomed above us. A
quick lunch of cold cuts was crammed
down our throats as we prepared to cross

the lake. Staying close to shore in a tight

formation, we fought through the harsh

wind rain, and waves. Ellis Brook was
hard to find, but we set up tents rapid

fast and cooked a nice batch of Italian

sausages. Countless games of cards were
played as we prepared for bed.

Max Thorsheim, Camper
August 1st

We all woke up semi-early at 6:30

and after packing up, eating breakfast,

and loading canoes we set out on Lake
Chamberlain. After paddling for about

thirty minutes we reached a dam. All

thirteen of us lifted each canoe fully

loaded one at a time over the dam. Once
all the canoes were across, we paddled
through a short stretch of shallow water.

Then we entered Eagle Lake. We paddled
across the lake to some old abandoned
logging trains from the 20s and 30s.

After eating a snack and looking at the

trains, we headed to Priestly Point, our

campsite. We had lunch of cold cuts and
went swimming in the lake. Then we
came up, dried off, and started cooking
dinner. We all scarfed down fajita bowls
and played some mafia. After a couple

games of mafia, we all went to bed.

Will Seaman, Camper
August 2nd
We awoke from our slumbers at 7a.m.

and had a quick breakfast of egg, sausage,

bacon, and cheese before breaking down
camp. Everyone was in a good mood,
psyched for the quick 2-hour paddle to

the beautiful Scofield Point Campsite.

We reached Scofield at 11:00 and went
swimming in the cove off the sandbar
after our cabin's favorite lunch (SB & J &
Honey). We were all chilling with each
other when Allagash III paddled over

to share Scofield with us. Garrett and I

played a Frisbee game together that we
created, and everyone else sat and read.

When we all got the dinner call, we
settled around the fire with our spaghetti

and meatballs and then finished off a

little on the early side after a game or two
of mafia. Ethan Reid, Camper
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August 3rd
The day started with us waking up at

6:30 and packing all of our gear, both

personal and group. After a breakfast of

bagels, we set out for a day full of rapids.

We paddled for around an hour and 15

minutes to Churchill Dam. Once there,

we all looked at the old dam equipment
and more importantly old pictures of

Kieve boys travelling down the Allagash

in the 50s. After looking at the massive
museum for around 5 minutes, we let

Chewonki go ahead and set up for our

first rapids of the trip.

Chase Rapids has three sets, we went
one by one, starting with Nat and Patrick

then ending with Parker and Garrett. We
aced all three besides Stuart and Brinton

for going backwards down half a set.

We started to slowly paddle to our next

campsite. Ledges. We finished the river

in one hour, and hit Umsaskis Lake, the

final stretch to the campsite. Once we
landed on Ledges, we saw exactly why
it has its name, the "Ledges". We were
around 25 feet above the water. We set

up our tents, tarp, and k-wan to have a

hearty meal of pep n' hoagies. The rest

of the day was filled with relaxing and
reading. Once it was time for dinner, we
made fried rice and chicken. Max and
Wyeth cooked the rice over the fire while
Nat, Garrett, and Mike cooked the rest.

We then ate and relaxed until we went to

bed, ready for a new day.

Wyeth Morgan, Camper
August 4th

We woke up around 7 a.m. and had corn

beef hash for breakfast. We then quickly

brought all of our gear down to the boats

and left our campsite. We then paddled
until we had to portage our canoes on
Long Lake dam and had a quick snack.

We got to experience Gash paddling for

the first time all the way from the portage

to Sweeney Brook. We were planning on
staying at Sweeney Brook, but it was
already taken. We then had to paddle
the next couple hours to find a campsite.

We were surprised to see that many of

the campsites were taken. We ended up
staying at Croque Brook. We got there

at about 3:00. We then had a late lunch
of sunbutter, jelly, and honey. We went
swimming in the river and it was a lot of

fun. We had a Dank Casserole for dinner,

which was very good. After that, we
ended the day with playing Mafia, and
then went to bed in our tents.

Parker Loonie, Camper
August 5th

We woke up around 6:30 a.m. and
breakfast consisted of milk and granola.

We had a short two-hour paddle to our

next campsite Cunliffe Depot. The site

had a nice lawn for tents and old ruins of

a tracker and a lumber machine. Once at

our campsite, Mike and I caught our first

trout of the trip. For lunch we had tuna

wraps, which was awesome for everyone

but Mike. The afternoon was for chilling

and reading next to the river while Mike
fished. For dinner we had the best Dank
yet. After dinner we played four games
of Mafia and then went to at bed at 8:30

pm. Brinton Thomas, Camper
August 6th

We woke up at 6:30 and quickly packed
up the boats. We each had two Nutri-

grain bars, before taking off down the

river. Before long we reached the ranger

station and checked in. We paddled a

little bit before we saw the take-out on
the right. We had a little portage around
Allagash Falls before we could camp.
Max, Brinton, Stuart, and I all soloed

part of the way, and Wyeth and Will

Miller soloed the whole way. We waited
for Allagash I to leave before we could
settle into our campsite. By this time

it was around 10 o'clock, and we were
ready for the day.

We jumped off a rock just below the

falls, and then swam across to an island.

We watched Garrett and Mike jump a 35-

foot cliff into the river. We then floated

down some of the rapids. We hung out

on the beach for most of the afternoon.

We finally headed back to the campsite

and chilled until dinner. The Gato Gato
was delicious but incredibly filling. We
managed to finish the whole pot. Nat
revealed to us that he packed brownie mix
and we had a great desert of scrambled
brownies. After that we chilled until we
went to our tents for the night.

Forrest Lazzara, Camper
August 7th

We woke up to the voice of a Boy Scout
leader who was oblivious to the fact that
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we were all still sleeping. We tried to fall

asleep again, but we were unsuccessful.

We got out of our tents when Garrett

yelled "wake up". We chugged down our

corned beef hash and headed out for our

2nd to last day of paddling.

But before that, Shenton lost his

sunglasses and others lost their paddles.

Allagash III showed up as we were
leaving and gave us their extras. We also

learned how to surf a wave in a canoe.

We finished our generic day of paddling

around early afternoon.

Shenton and Mike went to pay the

fee for staying at Evelyn's Field, while
Garrett was in charge. In the time span
of when Shenton and Mike were gone,

we finished setting up our tents and had
our tuna lunch. When Shenton and Mike
showed back up, they told us that they

bought us sodas. In less than 10 seconds,

every camper was huddled around a

variety of sodas eager to have their first

sip of soda in 3 weeks.

After we finished our can of delight,

we saw another camp headed our way. It

turned out that they were staying with us

for the night. We played Ultimate Frisbee

with them for the rest of the afternoon.

We then finished our chili and rice

dinner, played some Frisbee, and hung
out until we played mafia and went to

sleep. There was only one word that was
in our minds as we fell asleep, PIZZA!

Will Miller, Camper
August 8th

We woke up at 7:00 ready to come
back to camp. We packed up our tents,

and our gear and waited for Reid to get to

the site. When he got to us, we piled into

the bus and prepared for our long ride

back to camp.
On the drive back we stopped at

Grindstone to see if we could run it, but

we couldn't, so we decided to stop and
say hi to Long Voyage II. For ten minutes,

we exchanged stories with them, and
then we were back on the road. We
stopped at Subway for lunch, and after

30 minutes of savoring our sandwiches
and fountain drinks, we got back in the

bus and headed back to Kieve in time for

dinner. So ended the Allagash II trip.

Thomas Krush, Camper

Allagash III- Allagash Wilderness
Waterway

July 29th

Day 1- Big Island

Today the young men of Gash III woke
up bright and early, grabbed their packs,

and headed down to the trip shack to load

the van for their trip up north. The lads

moved about with a quiet efficiency that

was equal parts tiredness, excitement,

and perhaps a bit of anxiousness. Once
the van had been loaded and a few last

minute details attended to, the lads ate a

Pop-Tart breakfast, piled into their seats,

and waved goodbye to Reid and Hackett

as the One slowly drove us away from
campus.
The ride to Hannibal's Crossing is

infamously long, but the gents passed
the time by snoozing and listening to a

few of the One's stories. We made great

time getting to the Golden Road that the

logging companies use to move their

lumber hauls about the Northern Maine
woods, and, despite some appropriately

cautious driving, we managed to make it

to our put-in spot by the early afternoon.

The lads deftly unpacked the boats and
gear from our trailer and loaded their

boats at the landing zone underneath the

bridge at the crossing.

With gear loaded and boats half in the

water, everyone was anxious to officially

start the trip. We said our goodbyes to the

One, put or backs to the Golden Road,

and eagerly pushed off onto the start of

our Allagash Waterway adventure. We
spent the short paddle to our campsite

at Big Island getting used to our boats

and fixing together a floating lunch of

PB&J. We arrived at Big Island in the late

afternoon and spent some time setting

up our first campsite of trip. The site was
excellent, and the lads set up hammocks
and chairs to enjoy the sunset.

When dinnertime came around, we
made the unfortunate discovery that

Brad had forgotten to pack the Philly

Cheesesteak meat. The gents took the

accident in stride with their normal good
humor, and Sam and Brad were able to

make a few minor menu adjustments on
the fly. That night the lads sat down to

a delicious meal of loaded vegetarian

nachos with hot chocolate that Keegan

270



and Randy helped prepare and then they

went to bed early to prepare for the Mud
Pond portage the next day.

Brad Geismar, HBC
July 30th

Day 2- Mud Pond
For the second day in a row the boys

of Gash 111 sprang out of bed bright and
early to face big day head on. The cool

morning air helped the lads move briskly,

and they were able to break down camp
and get their boats loaded before the sun
had finished burning the morning fog off

of the river. After the campsite had been
swept, we hopped into our boats and ate

a floating breakfast of bagels with cream
cheese. Our efforts to prepare breakfast

were interrupted by several rips the

forced us to break up our raft, but after

a bit of struggling everyone was able to

continue paddling with a full stomach.

As the morning stretched on, the river

gave way to still water and lake paddling.

We passed a few locals along the river,

and by late morning we had made our

way to Chesuncook Lake. Sadly the boys
were unable to eat any of the famous
Chesuncook village fudge or drink the

homemade root beer since the shop was
closed, but we did stop for a quick snack
break near the village.

The lads continued onwards, crushing

lakes and ponds, paddling and dragging

their canoes upstream, and even pulling

their boats through a dam before they

even reached the mouth of the stream

marking the Mud Pond portage trail. We
found the path in the early afternoon,

brought our canoes and gear up to the

campsite at the start of the Mud Pond
trail, and took a break to set up camp and
eat rocket fuel for lunch.

After setting up tents and our kitchen

tarp to ward off any potential bad weather
that was stored up in the overcast sky
that hung above us, we attached the pipe

padding that Jack brought to our canoes
and prepared to attack Mud Pond. The
portage trail certainly lived up to its

reputation. The knee deep, cold mud
puddles and downed trees that lay across

the trail made the portage difficult for

even people doubling a canoe. This, of

course, made it all the more impressive
when Duncan stepped up to solo a canoe

along with the counselors for the entire

length of the trail (shout out to Graham
for helping his cabinmate out). Drew
injured his knee during the portage, so he
and his partner Jack had trouble moving
the boat along. Jack stepped up to solo

the canoe and let Drew rest his knee, and
the rest of the cabin came together to

help get the canoe to the end of the trail.

The portage took us a little longer than

we were hoping, but by the end everyone

made it back to the campsite without any
serious injury and with the pride of some
extremely sore shoulders. To be Yanes, it

really wasn't that bad. We ate a dinner of

tuna melts and rice cooked by Sam, and
retired to our tents to have the sound of

rain lull us to sleep after we settled down
in our tents. Brad Geismar, HBG
July 31st

Day 3- Boy Scout
Once again the boys woke up early

to pack up camp and finish the second
part of Mud Pond. We ate a breakfast of

granola with fruit and soymilk, attached

straps to our heaviest wans, and loaded
up our gear. The rain from the night

before made the portage trail muddier
and the puddles deeper, but the boys
soldiered on and we were able to finish

the second part of the portage in about
an hour. We took a moment to appreciate

the beauty of the sun shining on Mud
Pond, an excellent reward for all of our
hard work, and then we loaded up our
boats and then eagerly pushed off to put
some distance between the Mud Pond
portage and ourselves.

The stream running our of Mud Pond
was a bit shallow and rocky, but after

some spot dragging we made it back to

the comforting deep waters of a lake. We
paddled our way along lake Chamberlain
and left a message in the rocks of Gravel

Beach for Gash 2. A slight headwind
kicked up as we made our way along the

coast, but after Mud Pond the boys were
completely unfazed by some faint winds.
We had a brief reunion with Gash 2 as we
headed to Boy Scout and they returned to

Gravel Beach after their resupply, but we
were determined to make as few stops as

possible until we reached our campsite
so we continued forging ahead until we
reached Boy Scout.
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The campsite was gorgeous, and as

we pulled up our boats and gear, the

sun peeked through the clouds for the

first time that day. We set up camp, ate

lunch, laid a few things out to dry, and
decided to take an opportunity to scrub

off some of the remnants of Mud Pond
with the cleansing power of Bronner's

and lake water while the sun was out.

The sun stayed out long enough for us to

run in the water, however, as we tried to

dry off, it began playing a game of hide
and seek with the clouds. A cool wind
kicked up and blew away any hopes that

the weather would stay nice for long. We
bombproofed camp and fled to our tents

just as raindrops began to fall and the

sky began to rumble. We stayed inside

as heavy rain blasted our campsite for

about two hours.

Once the sky had mostly finished

emptying itself, we cautiously crept

out of our tents into a steadily fading

drizzle. The rain stopped by the time we
sat down to a hearty meal of chili and
spiced couscous, and after a delicious

dessert of tortilla doughboys, a few of

us walked down to the shore to get an
excellent view of the stars in the clear

sky overhead. David impressed everyone
with his expertise of distant planets

and constellations, and we all went to

bed with the knowledge of the galaxies

shining brightly overhead.

Brad Geismar, HBC
August 1st

Day 4- Lock Dam
Today the lads took advantage of a

well-earned sleep-in and made no rush

to break down camp in the morning.
After a leisurely pack up, we snacked on
breakfast bars and Nature Valleys, loaded

up our boats, and pushed into the water
to make our way down river towards the

resupply point. The bridge where we
planned on waiting for our resupply was
far closer than we had anticipated and
we arrived after only fifteen minutes of

paddling. We took advantage of our extra

wait time by repacking our bags, drying

rain tarps, and setting aside clothing

to send back home with the tripping

directors. Within an hour the directors

arrived in force. Reid, Hackett, Walter,

and Roscoe pulled into the parking lot

and showered us with snacks, mail, food,

and extra gear. We were excited to see

everyone and catch up , however warnings
about bad weather in the afternoon kept

our meeting brief. We rearranged wans,
traded in our dirty gear, and got back out

on the water as quickly as we could.

We were met once again by minor
headwinds as we made our way up
Chamberlain, however the lads made
great time despite the heavier weight in

their boats. As we passed Gravel Beach,

we made a quick stop to say hi to Long
Voyage. When we put back into the water,

we noticed that the winds had changed
direction and that we now had tail winds
pushing us along. We hastily rafted up,

rigged makeshift sails out of our paddles
and tent rain flies, and spent about 20

minutes trying to figure out the optimal

wind catching positioning. After some
struggle, the wind caught our sails and
we were off! We zipped past Donnelly
Point and sailed most of the way to Ellis

Brook.

We originally planned to have a rather

ambitious day going from the resupply

to Ellis Brook, but a minor navigational

error took us past even Ellis Brook.

The boys said they had wanted to go

far that day, so Sam and I decided we
would push onwards. The lads dug their

paddles deep, and we made it across the

lake without any issues. The campsite

at the dam proved to be quite spacious

and beautiful (with the exception of the

"dangerous whirlpool"). The lads set up
camp and took some time to rest after

the crazy day. We feasted upon a dinner

of steak quesadillas and double downs,
spent some time, around the fire, and
bomb-proofed camp in a hurry when
some bad weather started to roll in.

Luckily this time there were only a few
raindrops and some rather impressive

winds. The boys spent some time sitting

outside and watching the winds rip

across the lake before finally retiring to

their tents after a long day.

Brad Geismar, HBC
August 2nd
Day 5- Scofield Point

A dense fog rolled in during the night,

and when we awoke, it was almost

impossible to see the beach from our
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campsite. We allowed ourselves to be a

bit lethargic as we broke down camp and
waited for the sun to burn off some of the

mists. We ate a nice hot meal of double

breakfast sandwiches with bacon, loaded

our boats, and carried them down to the

stream that would take us to Eagle Lake.

We had to do a little bit of dragging

to protect the boats, but we still made
excellent time going down the moving
water. Our first view of Eagle Lake was a

bit eerie. Decrepit, waterlogged tree trunks

rose out from the bottom of the lake like

spikes left behind to sink unsuspecting

boats. The sun struggled to burn through

a layer of clouds overhead, but it was
never quite able to shine through. The
boys had all heard the wild stories of

alien encounters that supposedly had
occurred, and everyone's imagination

seemed to be a bit keyed up throughout

the entire paddle across the lake.

The more we paddled across the

lake, the more our feelings of unease
melted away. The clouds kept the sun
from beaming down too painfully, and
everyone was excited at the progress we
made throughout the day. We passed
Pillsbury Island and Farm Island very

quickly, and we even managed to pass

Priestly Point before lunchtime. We spent

a few minutes looking for the infamous
rusted trains that feature so prominently
in many Allagash pictures, however
we were too excited by the progress we
had been making to spend much time

stopping and looking.

We chose instead to push on, and
we made it all the way to Little Eagle

campsite before stopping for lunch. Jack

and Graham raced David and me to the

campsite, and although David and I were
victorious, the race was decidedly close.

At the site Graham and Duncan helped
me make turkey, cheese, and avocado
sandwiches while Sam and a few others

talked to some friendly fishermen that

were staying at the site. Since the day was
still fairly young and the weather looked
all right, Sam and I decided to push on
to Scofield Point and turn our day into a

double day. We set off from the site, but
once we were about halfway to Scofield,

the weather started to take a turn for

the worse. Faced with few appealing

options, we made the decision to push
to a campsite and began paddling all out

towards Scofield Point.

A storm began kicking up, and we
made it to shore with raindrops and high

winds nipping at our heels. Gash II also

happened to be staying at Scofield that

day, and a few of the campers ran down
to help us unload our gear. We moved
quickly, racing to get tents and our

rain tarp set up before some really bad
weather kicked in. Just as with Lock Dam
however, the storm we all feared never

fell. We spent the night hanging out with

Gash II, eating buffalo chicken, bacon,

and cheese quesadillas, and s'mores.

Shout out to Yanes who got to eat dinner

first by winning a "no talking for an
hour" challenge. The combination of full

stomach's and a long day tired us all out,

so we all went to bed early with Gash II

who had an early start the next day.

Brad Geismar, HBC
August 3rd
Day 6- Scofield Point Rest Day
As we had accomplished a difficult

double day the day prior, we rewarded
ourselves with a rest day at Scofield

Point. The site was nice and large, with
plenty of area for swimming as well as

games and prime hammock locations. We
let the boys sleep to when they wanted,
which didn't play out to be terribly long

as we were all in the tripping mood of

early to bed, early to rise. Anyway the

boys slept a bit longer. Jack and Duncan
were the first two to rise, and shortly

after the other boys stirred. Yanes started

early within the tent group of Zephyr,

Keegan, Graham, and Randy, again not

a large surprise. The boys shuffled out,

and everyone looked a tad bit lost as they

were allowed to leave their tents and gear

present. To pass the time before breakfast

Jack created an elaborate game to predict

all of the boys' futures.

The day started strong with high
spirits as we rifled through our breakfast

of breakfast casserole. As I had woken
with a decent allergic reaction caused
by my bug net, the rest day came with
good time, because a mixture of huge lips

and drowsiness caused by the Benadryl
would have made chase rapids an
interesting endeavor. The boys seemed
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quite thrilled to rest as we had run them
into the ground with the last couple

days of exceptionally difficult paddling;

and as tired as they were, they were
extremely well behaved. By this point in

the trip this did not come through as an
uncommon thing.

The remainder of the day consisted of

the boys playing games, one of which
was a realistic game of risk around the

campsite orchestrated by Zephyr and
Graham. We utilized the rest day and
relaxed in preparation for Chase Rapids

the next day. The day was gorgeous,

sunny with a few clouds and a bit of

wind, but warm and happy. We ate a

strong dinner of jambalaya and then it

was early to bed to grab as much sleep

we could before a great day ahead of us.

Brad Geismar, HBC
August 4th

Day 7- Ledges
Brad and I woke early to a buzzing

symphony of mosquitos in persistent

attack of our exposed faces. It got to

the point where it was completely
unbearable around 5 AM, so I jumped
out of my hammock and started a smoky
fire to help cease the slaughter we had
been experiencing. The fire was glorious,

warm, and bugless, the best way to wake
up in the morning. After a few minutes of

soaking in morning fire and warming my
feet, we roused the boys. Around 5:45

the boys had gotten the gear packed for

the most part and we began prepping the

boats.

We got on the water around 6:30, a

bit later than we had intended, but the

rapids turned out to be closer than we
thought they were. Zephyr was a bit slow
starting as a motoring bowman, but we
warmed up and took the lead ahead of

the others. Keegan and Yanes followed
close behind us, and then Graham and
Jack. The others were paddling equally

with Brad and David a bit behind us as

we assaulted the few miles to the dam.
Along the way we shared riddles and
tried our best to stump each other with
the most creative ones. Jack and Graham
both told some rather good riddles, and
they helped distract us all the way to

Churchill Dam.
Once we reached the dam, we chilled

for about half hour or so as the ranger

portaged and sent off a father and his two
boys ahead of us. I took the boys to see the

museum on the opposite side of the river,

which was very interesting. We signed

our names and took a look at the artifacts,

which the boys seemed to thoroughly

enjoy. After that we walked back as Brad
and the ranger were finishing up packing

the truck with our gear. We helped them
finish and then carried our boats to the

launch spot. Brad and David took the lead

down the rapids, followed by Keegan
and Yanes, then Jack and Graham, then

Randy and Drew, then Duncan and Ben,

and then Zephyr and I took up the rear.

We launched and attacked the first set

with of rapids full force. They were fun

and exhilarating, but the excitement

unfortunately dwindled as the rapids got

easier and easier.

By this point in the trip we had become
strong and competent with our paddling

and Chase Rapids just did not challenge

us the way we were hoping. Regardless,

we had a blast trying to mix up lines and
do the most maneuvering possible. Jack

and Graham came the closest to flipping

when they got horseshoed on a rock

during the second shoot, but they made
it out safe and sound. Everyone made
the whole set of rapids without any flips

and spirits were high. We were making
good time and no one got wet. We found
our gear, repacked the boats, had a quick

snack, and shot off to finish our day. Brad
and I decided that ifwe were able to push
far enough in a short enough amount of

time we would reward the boys with
some Gash paddling to finish the day.

As we were getting stronger with our

paddling and we were on the river, we
moved much faster than we anticipated

and made wonderful timing to the end
of the river.

Right before we were dumped back
into the lake we allowed for some Gash
paddling. The sternmen laid back to soak

up some sun and the bowmen casually

paddled along the river. It was warm
and the smiles were abundant on this

wonderful day. As we floated down the

river, I made jokes with Jack and chatted

about fishing with Keegan a fair bit. The
Gash paddling was nice and relaxing and
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when we got onto the lake before Ledges
(our desired stopping point), we thought

it to be a great idea to do some tubbing in

the middle of the lake. We rafted up and
passed the soap as we cleaned ourselves

and jumped in water. Everything was
going very smoothly, until I accidentally

dropped the bar of soap into the lake and
it sank out of view. With the site within

eye shot we totally relaxed and drifted

in slowly. We made site about 2 or 3 PM
and unloaded the boats. With camp set

we made a late lunch of grilled cheese

and tomato soup. The boys were quite

hungry, but we had more than enough
food to feed them all they wanted.

After that we hung around the site,

playing games like a huge game of ninja,

which was first won by Duncan, then

Jack, then Randy. Everyone was happy as

we relaxed through the afternoon. As the

sun set along the opposite ridge we made
a great dinner of pesto pasta with bacon;

then we drifted off to sleep to prepare for

another day of paddling.

Sam Donato, JC
August 5th

Day 8 - Sweeny Brook
This day was mighty relaxing. We

woke around 6:40 or so which was later

than we had planned, but we were just

so tired that we slept in. We woke slowly

and shook the boys' tents to wake them.

They rolled out of bed and lethargically

packed camp while we made breakfast of

peanut butter, jelly and honey on English

muffins. After breakfast we packed the

boats and shoved off.

The day was easy, a tad bit of lake

paddling but mostly river paddling

made it quick and not terribly strenuous.

The boys were in good spirits and we
continued our exchanging of riddles and
jokes.

Randy, David, and Brad chatted about

the cosmos and science while I mostly

yelled at Zephyr to paddle harder. We
had a short carry around a small waterfall,

which turned out to be much easier than

any of us thought it would be. After that

because of our short distance to camp, we
Gash-paddled the rest of the way there.

We made camp around 12, an early day
but with good timing as the skies opened
up as we hit the beach. The rain didn't

come down awfully hard which allowed
to get camp set up. We set tents and the

rain tarp up and jumped under the tarp

to ride out the remainder of the rain. It

didn't last very long.

We gorged ourselves with a lunch of

hummus, cheese, and chips. The boys
were in surprisingly awesome moods and
jokes were cracked with abundance at

lunch. The humor circled around Randy
for a bit after he asked if we could spice

half the tub of humus and leave the other

half plain following up with a blank
face of confusion when we asked him
how that was possible. Once he realized

his silly question, we all shared a good
laugh about it. After lunch the boys all

wandered to their respective areas and
relaxed as I took a nap in my chair for a

bit. The day ended in relaxation with a

dinner of dank and bacon and a dessert

of hot chocolate. As we turned in for the

night, spirits were high. We all talked

about life and some of our favorite shows,

and then we fell asleep.

Sam Donato, JC
August 6th

Day 9 - Ramsay Ledges,

An Unfortunately Long Journey
This day was a difficult day to say

the least. Our desire to push pretty far

coupled with the preoccupation of a

number of desired sites made the day
very long. We woke up slightly late again.

Even after a restful day the exhaustion of

the last few days was catching up to us

a bit and it kept us in bed a few minutes

longer. We finally peeled ourselves from
our sleeping bags around 7 and got the

boys up around 7:15. Packing camp took

a bit longer and it.was a little lethargic

that morning, but we pushed through

the tediousness and launched onto the

water to face the challenge of paddling

that day.

The boys, though tired, refused to lose

their strong positive spirits and with a

half hour of physical work on the river,

the exhaustion was wiped from our

eyes and we were cruising. We made
great time, better time than Brad and I

had hoped for, which put both of us in

better moods. By this point in this trip I

began picking up the fact that the boys'

moods mirrored Brad's and mine. When
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we were full of energy and pushing the

paddling speed, the boys were right

there with us, and when we were more
tired and slowing down, the boys did as

well. After coming to this conclusion on
the river I made a point of specifically

singling out different guys and pumping
them up either about their paddling

technique, or their strength, or something

else that I knew they would glow over.

This resulted in them doing the same to

their cabin mates and what started as a

slow morning turned into a well-oiled

machine of positivity and good cheer.

The moods soared as we crushed our bit

of lake paddling and jumped back onto

the river.

The boys were on their game with the

joking, knowing exactly how far to push it

and where to stop, which is glorious for a

counselor because it allows you to really

lose yourself with the boys. Brad and 1

partook in their ridiculous conversations

and jokes and the time flew by. All and
all it was great until the afternoon hit

and then things started getting tough. As
we rounded a bend we were met with

some serious head winds. Strong enough
to make it seem as though each paddle

stroke took you nowhere. The winds
were obnoxious and annoying but we
just kept pushing. As slow as the winds
made us, the boys pushed through it and
we reached our desired site for lunch. We
stuffed ourselves with peanut butter and
jelly sandwiches and then took about a

half an hour to relax before finishing our

paddle.

Brad and 1 decided to push a bit farther

but not an outrageous distance. The boys
were good sports and we crushed the

last of paddling even though the head
winds refused to cease. We were met
with disappointment as the two sites

South and North Dead Water were taken.

Having no choice we pushed on to the

next site, which ironically enough was
taken as well. At this point we were all

tired and hungry and just wanted to get to

a campsite. Having no choice we pushed
on. To our unfortunate realization the

next two sites were taken as well. Finally,

just as we were running out of energy, we
reached an unoccupied site and without
hesitation we grabbed it. It was a glorious

finish and the fact that the site was very

nice made it a tad bit better. Also knowing
that the paddle the following day to Gash
Falls would be nice and easy put us in

better moods.
We unloaded the boats and set up

camp. The boys seemed to find a second

bit of energy and began playing Frisbee

and running around while Brad and 1

washed some of our gear and clothes at

the river. After chilling for a bit we made
a dinner of GatoGato with bacon, then sat

at the fire for a bit telling stories before

finally passing out for the night.

Sam Donato, JC
August 7th

Day 10- AUagash Falls

We rose around 7:30. After the

unintended super hard day, we rewarded
ourselves with some extra time to sleep

in. Brad and 1 got up, packed our gear

and got the boys up. We took our time

packing up and loading the boats as we
only had a short distance to AUagash
Falls which is where we were going to

stop regardless of how^ quickly we got

there.

We shoved off around 8 and began
meandering down the river. As many of

us were still pretty exhausted from the

day prior, we took it slow and easy. After

a bit of time we hit the last ranger station

before the falls. Brad and I chatted with

him about distance, the portage trail, and
swimming and jumping spots along the

falls. After that, we pushed through to

the falls. We decided to Gash paddle the

last few miles to try and spend as much
time enjoying the day as we could. We
successfully arrived at the falls around

10, whereupon we hit the shore and
began unloading our gear to prepare for

the portage. We saw Gash II right before

our portage, and briefly caught up with

them before they headed on with their

trip. The walk was much easier than

we anticipated. On the trail we ran into

a group of adults who were telling us

how brutal and terrible the portage trail

was and how it would probably be the

hardest part of our trip. After they took

off down the trail, we had a small laugh

because we knew there was no way this

trail would even compare to the Mud
Pond portage.
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Once we finished unloading our stuff,

Graham and the other boys took the

initiative and began helping a group of

adults with their portage. The other group
had been struggling, and they were quite

appreciative of the boys' help. Brad and
I were quite proud to say the least. We
set up site and then took a long breather.

After making a lunch of tuna melts, we
took some time to relax. I brought the

boys down to the water to do a little bit

of tubbing and swimming. Zephyr, Drew,
and Graham enjoyed floating down the

casual rapids below the falls while the

other boys laid out on the rocks and
soaked in the sun.

The day was nice, weather was great

until we had a bit of threatening clouds

and thunder. Luckily the weather passed
quickly and without trouble. After the

thunder passed. Zephyr, Randy, Graham,
and I played Frisbee while Ben, Jack,

and Duncan tried writing and decoding
different types of codes they invented.

The afternoon was nice and relaxing

and that night we had a brilliant dinner

of rice and beef stew with a desert of

scrambled brownies. The day again was
an awesome day, and we finished off with

a wonderful night of sleep during which
Duncan and Graham slept outside.

Sam Donato, JC
August 8th

Day 11- Evelyn's Field

The trip was swiftly approaching the

end and we were all aware of that which
slightly dampened the mood at points,

especially when we hit the part of the

river lined with houses. We woke early

to a cold morning and that made getting

out of our warm sleeping bags difficult.

We woke the boys and got camp packed.

We then portaged the wans and our gear

to the boats, loading them right as the

sun slipped through the trees and began
warming the day. We packed the boats

and took some last minute photos of the

falls before shoving off.

The paddling was easy as most of the

river was fast running. We encountered
slight headwinds, but nothing major.

Also today marked the beginning of a

three-day fishing tournament for muskie
fish, so we passed many fishermen along

the river. The boys were in high spirits

as usual. We paddled down the last

bits of the gorgeous wilderness before

hitting the town and we made the best

of it. Randy and Drew were asking me
questions about my WFA training, and
the conversation went from serious

questions to ones like what do you do
when a camper's head falls off. Duct tape

was the obvious answer.

We eventually reached the town and
the conversations sort of drifted off. It was
almost as though the sight of operational

society shocked the boys after almost 2

weeks in the woods. We passed a number
of houses and roads and then reached
our campsite, Evelyn's Field. It was a

bit of an unfortunate site as there was
a bridge that ran almost directly over it

and the grass was completely covered in

goose poop. We considered pushing on
but there wasn't really anywhere else to

go and we had already paid so we set up
camp and stayed. The boys played some
Frisbee and other games while Brad and I

retreated to our tent to avoid stepping in

poop. The day was an easy one and the

boys were happy.

Around dinnertime we assessed our

food situation and as most of it was going

bad or already bad we decided to eat

everything we could except the snacks.

We cooked the boys absurd amounts of

bacon, which they loved, and got some
great pictures. After the bacon we topped
them off with rice and chili. After the

meal everyone waddled back to their

tents to get an early night's sleep before

the last early morning rise of the trip.

Sam Donato, JC
August 9th

Day 12- Norman's Field

Brad and I woke suddenly at 3:45 AM
to the sound of what seemed like blaring

alarms, but were really just the casual

beeps of our watch alarms. We laid there

for a minute until Brad said "hey, are we
really getting up at 3:50?" and almost as

though it was a challenge, I sprang up
and said "absolutely." We got up still

in darkness, packed our gear and then

packed the boats for the boys. Our goal

was to get out on the water as the sun
was peeping through the trees to give the

boys a memory that they wouldn't easily

forget. We woke them up at 5 and got on
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the water by 5:30. As we hit the first set

of rapids, the sun pushed above the tree

line. The paddle was absolutely stunning

and the boys were ecstatic to get up and
out. We hit the first run of rapids and
then threw them Pop-Tarts for breakfast

and kept pushing. We kept up the joking

and kidding as we hit the second set of

rapids, which got most of us wet through

the wave train, however no one flipped

which was great. As we paddled more.

Zephyr and I dropped back a bit as we
had the most weight. It was nice. We
chatted about his endeavors in life, as

well as mine. It was a gorgeous morning
and a fantastic way to end the trip.

We hit our last set of rapids

successfully making it the whole trip

with zero flips and shortly after arrived

at Norman's campground. We pulled

in at 8 AM, which caught him a bit by
surprise as the other group had literally

just pulled out. It worked out though as

we had the site to ourselves. We brought

the boats up as well as our gear and set

up our last camp, then ate an awesome
breakfast of scrambled pancakes with M
and Ms. The weather was gorgeous and
the boys expressed mixed happy and sad

emotions. We hung out at Norman's for

the rest of the day, playing Frisbee and
steal the bacon. We were all very happy
as a wonderful trip was ending on a

positive note.

Roscoe arrived around 3 or so and we
stuffed ourselves beyond capacity with

pizza of all varieties and hung around
our last campfire of the trip. We told

some stories and reminisced on the

trip, and then retired to the field where
everyone slept as the weather of warmth
and clear skies provided for it. It was
simply a wonderful trip and a glorious

experience. Sam Donato, JC
August 10th

Day 13- The End
We arose bright and early for the final

time of the trip to secure our boats to the

trailer and head back to civilization with
Roscoe. We spent most of the car ride

napping, listening to music, reminiscing

about trip, and making half joking, half

serious plans about buying food and
starting a new trip immediately. We ate a

delicious lunch at the Happy China Buffet

after getting Sam some cheap shoes and
a haircut, and returned to camp around 4

in the afternoon. The boys unloaded the

van, cleaned gear, threw dirty clothes in

the laundry, and all took showers to wash
off the accumulated grime of thirteen

glorious days of tripping.

Sam Donato, JC

Long Voyage I- The Long Voyage
July 27th

With our cabin emptied and the canoe
trailer packed, the fearless men of Long
Voyage I piled into the orange bus to

venture off into the North woods with the

One. After a quick stop at Damariscotta

Tire, the boys were on their way. The
One vetoed Charlie and Conor's screams
for Lana Delray and instead blasted the

classic "Kieve Boys" playlist. After a few
classic stories. The One detailed his new
plans to move to Alaska and mine gold.

He even pointed out a few rivers along

the way that he wanted to return to and
pan. Soon enough, we reached Walmart
and stopped for lunch. Mike and Walker
went in to pick up a few final supplies

while Taylor and the boys feasted on cold

cut sandwiches. Bob and Keelan tossed a

Frisbee while everyone else lounged in

the grass.

After lunch we returned to the bus
and continued along our way. On the

way to Moosehead Lake, we jammed
out to Journey and belted out a stunning

rendition of Don't Stop Believing. The
One promptly retailed us with the

historical meaning behind the song
afterwards. With the daylight fading, we
pulled into the Birches campsite, the first

stop on our epic journey. We unloaded
our things and said goodbye to the One
before setting up tents. Mike made a

delicious dinner of cheese steaks while
Riley and Bob set traps in the woods.
After dinner, we headed to bed for an
early night to get ready for the first day
of paddling ahead.

Taylor Strasburger, Co. HBC
July 26th

We awoke to a foggy sunrise on
Moosehead Lake. We had a quick
breakfast and packed up our tents before

loading canoes and heading out onto

the water. The early morning sun made
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silhouettes of our boats as we crossed

along the shoreline. As our paddles broke
the stillness of the calm waters, the rocky

cliffside of Mt. Kineo rose above us on
our right. As the morning fog faded into

blue skies, the sun continued to shine

over the vast lake that lay in front of us.

We paddled hard through the morning
and found ourselves within reach of our

campsite well ahead of schedule. With
time on our side and the winds beginning
to pick up, several boats attempted to

sail. The counselors rafted up and gave a

demonstration so that everyone could try

out the technique. Riley and Bob were
the most determined and attempted to

sail alone. This venture was moderately
successful until the winds turned their

boat sideways and threatened to capsize

them. After some fun, the boats dropped
their sails and continued onto the

campsite.

At the beautiful Seboomuk Point

campsite, the boys enjoyed another lunch
of cold cuts and set up hammocks in the

sun. After a lazy afternoon, the Zane
made a fire while Buddy, Charlie, Bob,

and Keelan played Polish horseshoes.

Taylor cooked up some burgers over the

fire and the group feasted on double patty

sandwiches for dinner. After dinner, the

crew planned for the first and longest

portage looming ahead and went to bed
early. Taylor Strasburger, Co. HBC
July 27th

Day 3 was the first very long day of the

trip, one that the boys had heard much
about. The Northeast Carry is the longest

portage that Kieve does, roughly 2.2 miles,

and it is the ultimate test of mental and
physical endurance. We hit the portage

trail around seven and we were off to the

races soon afterwards. LVI was extremely

impressive in tackling the mighty feat.

Bob soloed the entire portage and he, as

well as Keelan, Luca, and Buddy, helped
carry two canoes. Walker went into beast

mode, finishing the portage in less than

an hour and immediately turned around
to retrieve two wannigans. All in all it

took about four hours to complete.

We had cokes and pb and j's at the put-

in to the river which was a welcome end to

the portage. Valentine especially enjoyed
the sandwiches, his first experience with

this strange American food. Despite

being exhausted, we were far from being
finished with the day. We still had over

ten miles of dead water paddling on the

West Branch of the Penobscot. With the

skies dumping on us, we pulled into the

Big Island campsite, beating Trey and
the rest of Allagash I to the best site. We
had great double downs for dinner and
everyone went to sleep early after such a

long day. Mike Orr, Co. HBC
July 28th

Today we woke up a bit later than the

last few mornings, but still fairly early, to

the sound of our neighbors in Allagash,

on the main land, singing "Bon-Da-Le-
Le". After that we ate a nice breakfast of

granola and soy milk while being greeted

by a large moose in the river just below
our campsite. We then finished packing
up, said goodbye to our new moose
friend, and continued our paddle down
the West Branch of the Penobscot River

towards Chesuncook Lake. Usually we
would make a quick stop in Chesuncook
Village for some delicious homemade
fudge and root beer, but unfortunately

we were unable to this year, as one of

the men in charge of the production had
become quite ill recently.

From Chesuncook Lake we then

made our way onto Black Pond where
the weather started to get very overcast

and stormy. Because of this unfortunate

change in weather we stopped at the

"Canvas Dam" campsite and made
some breakfast sandwiches for lunch
before retreating to our tents for a very

gloomy and rainy, yet relaxing, afternoon

followed by a quick and delicious dinner

of chicken crunch wraps before returning

to our tents for bed. Walker Barnes, JC

July 29th

The day began with an early wakeup,
after which we loaded the canoes and
ate breakfast in the boats. We paddled
on Black Pond for a while before having

our first lunch of pep and cheese. After

that we paddled up to the Horse Races,

a set of rapids where Long Voyage has to

drag the canoes upstream until reaching

a dam. At the bottom of the Horse
Races we had little trouble, but then it

got steep and rocky and deep. Dragging

our canoes up a rapid that I would be
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fine with canoeing down proved to be

challenging but we successfully did it.

At the dam, we ate our second lunch

of tuna sandwiches. After this lunch

we started canoeing on Round Pond
where the winds relentlessly sent waves
crashing over the sides of our canoes.

Mike Orr, who had suddenly turned into

a sea captain when we weren't looking,

guided us towards our campsite on the

other end of the pond.
Conor Boyle, Camper

July 30th

After a tough Day 5, Day 6 seemed
like nothing. We slept in the latest so far

on the trip and we didn't have much to

do and we didn't have anywhere to be

until Reid arrived around noon with our

resupply. For breakfast we had pancakes,

or rather "scrambled pancakes". It was
one of the best breakfasts so far. Later,

after Reid arrived with our new food and
we loaded his truck, he drove us a few
miles to the portage trail. Then, while

he returned to the campsite to pick up
to the rest of our gear. Buddy, Taylor,

Joseph, Ellis, Keelan, Paul, and I started

the one-mile portage. After we finished

and walked back to the start, we met up
with everyone else and had lunch. We
finished our sandwiches and then went
on to finish the portage. We ended the

day relaxing at the campsite and had a

dinner of cheesesteaks.

Zane Buono, Camper
July 31st

Today, LVI woke up to a clear morning
and the prospect of a great hike up
Allagash Mountain. We had a hearty

breakfast of egg sandwiches, and then
we set out on our hike. It took about half

an hour to reach the top, where we were
greeted by a great view of the lake and a

fire tower that we could climb. The view
was breathtaking and we walked down
separately to enjoy the beauty.

We then set out across Allagash Lake
towards Little Allagash Falls. Once we
crossed the lake, we started down a set of

shallow rapids. We ran aground several

times, but we kept going. We then started

a short portage to our campsite. We
quickly set up our tents and relaxed as

the rain started. We ate a large dinner of

double bacon cheeseburgers, and decided

to turn in early for a good night's sleep.

Buddy Burrows, Camper
August 1st

The day started early and the mist

enveloping the campsite made it seem
like it was going to be a bad day. We
started on the second half of Allagash

Stream. The stream was like a human
sized pinball machine with the canoes

being the ball bouncing from rock to rock,

but eventually we made it to Chamberlain
Lake. The maps show Chamberlain as a

giant lake and morale was not too high to

begin the lake. However, the thoughts of

a "Gravel Beach afternoon" kept us going.

We made it halfway down Chamberlain
and the skies cleared up, giving way to

a beautiful day, and eventually we made
it to Gravel Beach around noon. We soon
had a great lunch of grilled cheese with
bacon and everyone was satisfied as

we got two. The day did not stop being

beautiful and we agreed that it was easily

the nicest day so far. Everybody was
having a great day and it was only made
better by the double downs for dinner

with an amazing sunset ending a great

day. The prospect of another relaxing day
tomorrow made everyone sleep well.

Ellis Cooper, Camper
August 2nd
We woke up late at Gravel Beach on

Chamberlain Lake and had bacon, egg,

and cheese English muffins. We paddled
down the rest of the lake, passing the

ranger station where Allagash gets

resupplied. We stopped to fill up water

bottles and have a Rice Krispie treats. We
then continued our paddle through Telos

Lake to our campsite at Telos Landing.

We had amazing crunch wraps for dinner,

a great way to end a chill day.

Jamie Holt, Camper
August 3rd
Day 10 started amazing. A nice sleep

in, no idea how long but it felt great. After

breaking down the tents, we hopped
into our boats and did some Whitewater
preparations when we suddenly saw a

magical group of people on the horizon.

We whistled and beaver slapped to get

their attention. The magical group was no
other then Long Voyage II! We crossed the

lake and had a showdown in the middle
of the lake. We chatted a little and then
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left in different directions. After a little

lake paddling we pulled into Telos Dam.
We portaged around and jumped into the

boats. We started shooting our first rapids

and they were as high as a unicorn's horn,

which is pretty high. So after 1-2 miles of

rapids, we reached Coffelos Pond. Taylor

made amazing pita pizzas for dinner and
we all went to bed early in order to rest

up for another big day.

Paul Justenhoven, Camper
August 4th

Today we woke up to what would be

the longest day, thus this longer passage.

The 4:30 wakeup was felt by all, however
we packed up camp remarkably fast.

Soon we were hopping into our loaded

boats about to devour some cereal bars

and Pop-Tarts. A short paddle to the end
of the lake and we were going to start the

8 miles of rapids and fast water of the

exhilarating Webster Brook. With little

scouting, the fleet of canoes was off to

the races, crushing and navigating the

minefield of large rocks and wave trains.

We cruised through the first two thirds

of the brook. It was fun, but when the

heart really started beating was when we
unknowingly started the Indian Carry.

Indian Carry is a series of huge
ledges, big white water waves and large

submerged rocks. We went down one at

a time in order to give each boat plenty

of time. The crew of Bob and Joseph as

well as Buddy and Sal flipped on the

fourth set. We then took a sharp right

and pulled into the beach for the Grand
Pitch portage. Many people soloed and
we cranked out the portage in no time.

After a quick lunch we were soon
leaving Webster Brook and entered Grand
Lake Matagamon. The massive lake was
the last thing we wanted to see after a

portage. Despite our tiredness, the cabin

spirit was high and I must say that the

banter was quality, making the miles fly

by. Still not done, we had to do a quick
portage around Matagamon Dam and five

minutes later we were at the campsite.

We set up camp and ate dank. Through
rain and rapids, today was a good day.

Luca Perper, Camper
August 5th

Today we woke up thinking we were
home free. We had already done the three

hardest parts of the trip: Northeast Carry,

the Horse Races , and Day 1 1 . Little did we
know that we had a hard day ahead of us.

It started out with some good old oatmeal.

We then paddled down the East Branch
of the Penobscot. Bob wasn't feeling well

so I got a chance to be in the stern while

Bob took a break. When Bob felt better,

we proceeded to Stair Falls, where Bob
and I almost flipped. We then had three

portages in rapid succession: Haskell

Rock Pitch, Pond Pitch, and Grand Pitch.

LVI crushed the three portages and were
able to go swimming below the waterfall

at Grand Pitch. We had a lunch of tuna

after the final portage and set up tents at

the Grand Pitch campsite.

Joseph Riley, Camper
August 6th

Soon after leaving the Grand Pitch

campsite, we encountered our fourth

portage in the past 24 hours. We carried

our canoes and gear 0.8 miles around the

Hulling Machine in very short time. It

was a campers only canoe carry; almost

everyone soled a boat. After the portage

we had a snack and it began to rain very

hard. It was extremely cold, but soon
enough the sun came out and warmed us

all up. We had my favorite American meal
(peanut butter and jelly sandwiches) for

lunch! Whetstone Falls was our campsite

for the night and we had a pasta bar for

dinner. Peanut butter, jelly, mayo, tuna

and other things were thrown into our

bowls for what many claim was the best

dinner of the trip.

Valentin Schneidewind, Camper
August 7th

The struggle was real and morale
was low on the fourteenth day of the

expedition. Like most days recently the

group awoke with a groan and slowly

rambled around our campsite before

packing up and embarking for the last

day of paddling on the aptly named Long
Voyage trip.

After a few hours of paddling we
reached the famed rope swing and train

bridge in what can assuredly be the high

point of our backcountry saunter in my
eyes. However, our feelings of joy and
amusement were fleeting and we were
forced to eat a meager lunch. Yet even
as the pangs of hunger rang loud in our
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stomachs, we had to press on as our

next challenge, Grindstone, awaited us.

The rapids were quite small as the water

level was low this late in the summer
and we were at Pine Grove campground
in no time. With little food left, we had
to retreat to our tents cold and hungry as

our food was running low.

Charlie Streator, Camper
August 8th

The day started late, as we did not

expect our resupply to arrive until late

morning. We had corned beef hash for

breakfast. Reid arrived with Allagash I

around noon with our vehicles for the

last part of our trip. We got mail, cokes,

and food for the remainder of the trip.

We piled into the van and started our

journey to Baxter. When we arrived at

our campsite, we quickly set up tents

and began rehearsing for dinner skits, the

theme being Disney movies. Paul's tent

put on an excellent version of " Can You
Feel the Love Tonight" and Zane's Scar

impression was quite terrifying.

Sal Suarez, Camper
August 9th

We woke rather late

Which is something quite rare

Even after breakfast

There was morning to spare

Done with relaxing

We got geared up for fun

It was off to the waterslides

For some time in the sun

At the slides

We were a rowdy bunch
But pretty soon
We returned for our lunch

Back at the campsite

It was a lax sort of day
Read books and played card games
As time wasted away

The dinner skits were fine

Yet Pokemon was the best

Showing creativity

They ate before the rest

Finished with double downs
We sat around the fire

With the conclusion of mafia

We chose to retire

Keelan Woodard, Camper

August 10th

Day 17 began late with another round
of bacon, egg, and cheeses. We leisurely

took down tents and piled into the van to

head to Northern Outdoors. We arrived at

the campsite around one or two and we
set up tents for the final time. Paul and
Ellis cooked a great lunch, grilled cheese
and tomato soup, and soon afterwards

we were playing beach volleyball at the

rafting lodge. After a final game of mafia,

we went to our tents early, as we knew
we had a big day tomorrow.

Mike Orr, Camper
August 11th

We woke up somewhat early for the

first time in a while. Breakfast was Pop-
Tarts and we headed down to the lodge

around 7, all our stuff packed and ready
for the return to camp. At the lodge,

we met our raft guides who took us on
a bumpy bus ride to the rafting put-in.

We opened the day with the class five

Exterminator. It was tons of fun, and
we continued down more rapids, until

we stopped for a glorious lunch of river

rice, steak, chicken, cookies, and CORP.
After lunch we headed to a waterfall,

nicknamed Loose your Lunch Falls. It

was a gnarly 12 -foot drop. We did that a

few times and surfed a bit as well. After

that we did a few smaller rapids to close

out the day. Three people fell out of their

boats in total, and one boat flipped. Great

fun. We then headed back to camp. After

hours in the car and burgers on burgers at

Five Guys, we arrived at camp, cleaned

out our stuff and went to sleep.

Bob Zintl, Camper

Long Voyage II- The Long Voyage

July 26th

On Day 1 we woke up in camp at 8:00,

went down to flag, and then continued

on to breakfast, savoring our last camp
meal of waffles and cereal. Using
Mackey and Addison's ideas, we made
a tactical announcement that we were
leaving that morning and received the

classic Kieve "Peace and a bowl of hair

grease" chant. We then hurried back to

our cabin to finish packing and left with

a canoe trailer of boats and gear in tow.

After several uneventful hours of driving

(and Wal-Mart shopping for Sam, Josh,
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and Duncan, who hadn't brought any
wool socks), we arrived at the Birches

Campground on the west shore ofMaine's

largest lake - Moosehead Lake.

With the One's help, we unloaded all

the canoes and group gear and set up a

cooking area for dinner. Mackey and
Addison then assigned four revolving

duties to groups of two, forming the

cook crew, clean crew, trip notes writers,

and the fire crew that would come to

be second nature in the coming days.

After much chilling - and some Magic:

The Gathering matches - we ate some
delicious Philly Cheesesteaks around a

roaring campfire and called it an early

night in preparation for the early day of

lake paddling we had ahead of us.

Connor Wolfe & Grey McGloon,
Campers

July 27th

On Day 2 we woke up at about 5:15

and got on the water quickly after a

breakfast of Pop-Tarts and Nutri-Grain

bars that became extremely familiar

over the next few weeks. Mackey and
Addison assigned the canoe partners.

The partners were: Austin and Connor,

Jared and Sam, Josh and Nick, Duncan
and Chris, and Grey and Addison. The
morning started with lucky tailwinds,

making the first few hours of paddling
along the west bank of Moosehead go

much quicker than expected.

The lead boat for the day, Duncan
and Mackey, made good time even as

the wind picked up and whitecaps
started lapping over the boats. In the

span of twenty minutes, our gentle

tailwinds turned into enormous swells

that made steering particularly difficult.

The most difficult crossing of the day
was the final cove near our campsite
and was especially harrowing, sending
Nick and Josh temporarily off course.

Eventually the boys made it into the site,

but not before swamping several boats

in the punishing surf at Seboomook
Point, purportedly because of Connor's
distracting shenanigans during the

unloading process. Once we bailed our
boats out and got them on shore, we
quickly set up a tarp to protect us from
the coming storm and started making a

delicious lunch of PB & J on Bagels.

After lunch we took refuge in our tents

for an hour or so while rain battered the

site. Once the storm broke slightly, the

cook crew started work on dinner - a stout

meal ofdouble bacon cheeseburgers. With
the heavy rain, we opted not to have a

campfire and instead hung out under the

tarp for a while before we went to bed.

After maybe twenty minutes of collective

flashlight time, we turned our lights off

and fell asleep to the soft pitter-patter of

rain on our tarp and rainflies.

Duncan Crow & Josh Morehouse,
Campers

July 28th

We woke up early at Seboomook Point

with our sights set on the Northeast Carry.

We ate a quick breakfast of Pop-Tarts and
Nutri-Grain bars before paddling the

short distance to the Carry. Upon arriving

at the Carry Trail, the entire cabin felt the

wrath of the bugs. The cloud of bugs was
so thick that it looked like something out

of an Alfred Hitchcock movie. Despite

the copious amount of bug spray that

everyone applied. Grey still managed to

be a walking buffet for the bugs. Connor
thought it would be a good idea to take

off his shirt for the carry. It wasn't. His

torso was pretty well picked over by the

end.

On the first trip, Mackey and Addison
each soloed a canoe, with Jschott in tow
with a wannigan. The second trip was
much longer, and much more brutal.

There were still 3 canoes, and a few very

heavy wannigans. Grey, Austin and Jared

switched off tandem carrying a boat

and a wannigan, as did Duncan, Potter

and Sam. After some time, we finally

finished, and got on to the West Branch
of the Penobscot River.

After a quick snack, and a talk about

portaging, we got to paddling. As we
went under Hannibal's Crossing, it began
to pour. We stopped for a quick lunch,

cold cuts on rye bread, under the bridge

before continuing through the pouring
rain. Even the newest rain jackets

reached their saturation point quickly in

this rain, and so everyone was paddling
wet. Upon arrival at Big Island, we found
our site to be taken by a honeymooning
couple. Not wanting to blow up their

spot, we continued to Big Island South.
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We cooked Mackchickens under the tarp

in the pouring rain, before heading to an
early bed.

Austin Conte & Jared Schott, Campers
July 29th

We woke up early and had oatmeal

for breakfast. Although it was nice and
sunny when we woke up, cloud cover

soon moved in. It became cold and
windy. Addison and Mackey stayed

warm in their tactical headgear. We
reached Chesuncook Lake, and a strong

Westerly wind moved in. Mackey made
a slight navigation error, but we quickly

got back on the right course, and after a

quick paddle into head winds we reached
our campsite. Canvas Dam. We gathered

wood for a fire, had hummus and pita

for lunch, and set up camp. The weather
began to clear, so we dried out our tents,

took naps and played some Magic. For

dinner we had pasta with bacon, chicken
and pesto. We had a big fire, and went to

bed early, in anticipation for a big day on
the Horse Races.

Nicholas Potter & Samuel Clifford,

Campers
July 30th

Today we woke up to pea-soup fog.

We broke down camp quickly and had a

breakfast of cereal bars and granola bars.

Right as we left camp, the sun started

to burn through the fog. We paddled for

some time before the current started to

push against us. This was the signal that

the hardest part of the day was about to

begin - the Horse Races.

When the current became too strong to

paddle, we got out and pulled our canoes

up stream under the bright sun. Although
the water was a refreshing respite from
the sun, the current was strong and it

was hard work getting those canoes up
stream. We made it up by mid afternoon,

and had a lunch of tuna on pita when
we reached the top. We paddled through

Ciss Stream, where Mackey saw a bear

from a couple hundred yards away. We
made it to the Round Pond site and set

up camp. We had a hearty dinner of beef

stew, and Mackey and Addison read us

"The Most Dangerous Game" around the

fire.

Grey McGloon & Connor Wolfe,

Campers

July 31st

We had a really chill morning. We
slept in and had cinnamon rolls while
we waited for Hackett to resupply us.

Hackett arrived, and we caught up with
him about the goings-on around camp.
After we organized and packed our new
food and gear, Hackett drove us to the

beginning of the AUagash Lake portage

trail. The portage was about a mile long,

and we finished it much quicker than the

Carry.

As soon as we finished the portage and
got in our boat as a crazy rainstorm moved
in. We paddled through the storm, but

we pulled over when the thunder moved
in, and hunkered down in the woods.
When the worst of the storm passed, we
continued on to the Ice Caves sight. When
we reached the sight, we realized that we
had left the tarp at the bug-out point. So
Addison and JSchott bravely returned to

the sight to retrieve the tarp. Although
they paddled through a wall of rain for

the majority of their journey, as soon
as they returned, it began to clear. We
were treated to an unbelievable sunset,

and celebrated by making an awesome
Cheese Steak dinner.

Josh Morehouse & Duncan Crow,

Campers
August 1st

On Day 7 we delayed our wake-up a

little bit because of severe fog. We took

down our tents and had yet another

breakfast of Pop Tarts and cereal bars.

After breakfast we woke up and walked
over to the nearby ice caves - a cavern that

extends far underground and remains

cold enough year round that early Maine
residents would store ice for refrigeration

in its deepest parts. Nick, Grey, and
Mackey decided that subterranean cave

exploration was not for them and stayed

in the first open chamber of the caves,

while Addison and the rest of the cabin

plunged even deeper into the narrowest

parts of the cave where water droplets

arid frost were forming on the walls.

Guided by headlamps through the pitch

black, we stayed in the caves for about

twenty minutes before deciding to return

to camp and push off for the day.

We first paddled across the rest of

AUagash Lake and continued on to
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Allagash Stream, where there were
some small rapids we had to navigate

(everyone was successful). After the

rapids, the water calmed down and we
Gash-paddled the remainder of the day
through a winding stream that led us all

the way to our campsite at Little Allagash

Falls. The campsite actually had two
main sites, and we decided to stay at the

larger one further down the short portage

trail, where we set up a tarp and our tents

for the night. Duncan, Nick, Connor, and
Jared all soloed canoes on the portage,

while everyone else chipped in on the

final boat and remaining gear.

Once camp was set up, we grabbed

some Dr. Bronner's and tubbed at the

top of the falls, getting clean for the first

time in over a week. After drying off, the

boys went hard on the Magic/Pokemon
games, even roping Addison in for a

single glorious Magic game in which he
beat Jared 20-0. After the game playing,

the cook crew made us all double bacon
cheeseburgers, which we ate by the

fire and wished Duncan a happy 15th

birthday. For a birthday dessert (a rare

luxury on a Long Voyage Trip), Addison
and Mackey made scrambled brownies
for everyone just as the sun was setting

and divvied up portions for the boys.

The sweet treat was the perfect end to a

super chill day and the special birthday

of our own Duncan "Hey Watch This!"

Crow.

Jared Schott & Austin Conte, Campers
August 2nd
On Day 8 we woke up and quickly

packed the boats to leave for a monster
day. We had a quick breakfast of Pop-
Tarts and sweet and salty bars. We set

off and went on some shallow rapids for

about a mile on which there were some
especially fun drops. We then made
our way to Chamberlain Lake and got

ourselves mentally prepared for a long

paddle to the Boy Scout campsite at the

southeastern tip of the lake. Stopping
about a quarter of the way for a Rice

Krispies bar snack and then again at

about halfway for a pita and hummus
lunch, the boys were making great time
and were seriously impressing Addison
and Mackey in the process.

Once we edged closer to Boy Scout,

thunder started rumbling in the distance

and we saw a veritable wall of storm

clouds headed right our way. Under
this new pressure, we hustled to camp
to set up the tarp and our tents, which
everyone executed in good time. After

our hasty entrance to Boy Scout, we
snacked on Chex Mix and chilled for a

little bit before starting to cook a delicious

dinner of "McChicken" burgers. Once
we collected enough wood, we started a

small fire around which we all sat around
and told stories. After maybe an hour of

relaxing we hit the hay looking forward

to another chill day on the trip.

Sam Clifford & Nick Potte, Campers
August 3rd
Today was super chill. We had sausage

egg and cheese sandwiches for breakfast

that made us all feel some type of way.

After a ridiculously short paddle, we
reached Telos Landing, where we saw a

group of 8 canoes — it turned out to be
LVI. We spent some time floating with
them, soaking up the sun and discussing

our trips. We got into camp early, and
spent the afternoon taking it easy. Magic
was played. Book club happened. We had
PB&J bagels for lunch, and the rest of the

jelly was used for various shenanigans.

We collected a lot of wood later in the

day, and had a roaring fire while we ate

quesadillas. It started raining a little, and
so we headed off to bed after a great time
around the fire.

Duncan Crow & Josh Morehouse,
Campers

August 4th

We woke up and quickly packed up
camp and had oatmeal for breakfast.

We got onto Telos Lake in the rain, and
paddled to the portage trail around
Telos Dam. Mackey and Addison spent

some time scouting Webster Stream, and
decided that we could run it. As soon as

we began to portage around the dam and
on to the stream, the weather cleared.

We had a Snickers snack, and hopped on
the stream. We navigated the stream very

well, and floated down to Webster Lake
to our site for the night.

When we arrived at the site, we spent

the rest of the day sunning ourselves

before a big dinner of pesto pasta. We
spent some time around the fire, but

287



288



headed to bed early in preparation for

the big day tomorrow.
Duncan Crow & Josh Morehouse,

Campers
August 5th

We woke up before 5 a.m. in order to

get an early start on today. After a quick

breakfast of Pop-Tarts and Snickers bars,

we got on to Webster Brook as the sun
was rising. For the entire first third of

the brook we were paddling east, and
so the sun was rising over the trees in

front of us as we ran the river. The bright

rising sun, coupled with mist rising off

the water made for a beautiful morning,

even if it did obscure some of the rocks.

We finished the first third with no issue,

and as we made it to the second third of

the river, we kept our eyes out for the

infamous "log jam" of first session, and
the auxiliary stream that would take us

safely around it. We found the secondary

stream without issue, and thus avoided

the dangerous strainer.

Finally we made it to the first drop of

the final third, signaling the beginning of

the most technically challenging paddling
of the trip. All boats made it through the

first drop, no problem. A half-mile later

we hit the second drop, again without
any issues. One hundred yards after the

second drop, we reached Indian Carry.

Addison and Mackey pulled over and
carefully scouted the set. After a little

discussion, and a council-boat trial run,

they decided that we could run it dry,

without our gear. We portaged our gear

and prepared to shoot the rapids. The
Potter and Josh boat made it through first

with no issue, as they picked a great line,

right where the council boat went. The
next two boats did not have the same
luck, each with at least one swimmer.
However, JSchott and Sam called an
audible, chose their own line through the

rapid, and crushed it, running it possibly

better than their counselors, much to

Addison and Mackey's chagrin.

We proceeded down the river until

we hit the Grand Pitch Portage trail. We
had a snack, and began the portage. The
portage trail was very difficult terrain,

and also very poorly maintained, so

it was slow going. A few hours later,

however, we were finished with Webster

Brook, and on Grand Lake Matagamon.
When we finally got onto Grand Lake

Matagamon, the weather could not make
up its mind. The sun was intense on
our back, but on shore about 100 yards

away there was a violent rainstorm. We
were caught in weather limbo, and tried

to capitalize on the tailwinds by sailing,

but by the time the sail went up, the

winds had subsided. No dice. However,
the sun beat out the rain, so the paddle
on Matagamon was entirely pleasant.

We made it down to the end of the lake,

portaged around a dam and on to the East

Branch of the Penobscot. 200 yards later

we were at the Matagamon Wilderness

Campground, enjoying ice-cold cokes,

BBQ chips and a beef stew dinner. We
saw Bank II there as well, and enjoyed

catching up.

Sam Clifford & Nicholas Potter,

Campers
August 6th

We woke up at Matagamon
Campground and started the day with
some oatmeal. When we got on the river,

it started to pour. We paddled down the

East Branch to the Haskell Rock portage.

As soon as we hit the portage trail, the

weather began to clear. We crushed the

portage, and ran the few hundred yards

of rips right afterwards. Potter and Josh

flipped on the rips after Haskell, and
had to work on retrieving some gear. We
paddled another few hundred yards to

the Pond Pitch portage. We completed
the one hundred yard portage with ease

and proceeded down the river to the

Grand Pitch portage.

Upon our arrival we found that we
would be sharing the site with both a

Maine High Adventure Group and Bank
II. We gave MHA their space and camped
with Bank. We had lunch and took a nap.

Later in the afternoon. Potter, Josh and
Schott floated down the rapids below
Grand Pitch in a diaper-style life jacket

and enjoyed the ride. Everyone else hung
out, continued to nap, and some played

Magic. We had pasta with tomato sauce

and bacon for dinner.

Sam Clifford & Nicholas Potter.

Campers
August 7th

Today Evan Dyal woke us up while
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waking up his Bank Cabin. We were out

on the river about 30 minutes after them.

We paddled to the Hulling Machine
Portage. With several portages now under
our belts, we resolved to do our best on
this one. Connor and Potter immediately
threw boats on their shoulders and started

soloing the portage. Everyone else pulled

more than their weight too, and we got

the portage done within an hour. We had
a snack after the portage. Immediately
after the portage we ran the Bowlin Falls

rips perfectly. After we were done with
swift water for the day, we spun our boats

around and started to "Gash paddle." We
floated down the river under the bright

sun for the rest of the day. Austin didn't

love Gash paddling, but still managed to

have a pretty good day. We set up camp
above Whetstone Falls and started to

cook our chili dinner.

August 8th

Today we woke up to absolutely

beautiful weather. We had a stout

breakfast of corned beef hash before

getting in the boats. Whetstone Falls

began right when we put in, so we
started our day on an exciting note. After

running the rips perfectly, we rafted up
and applied sunscreen. We started Gash
paddling again, as the sun was out and
we had gotten an early start. We Gash
paddled all the way to Grindstone, where
a little storm rolled in, preventing us from
playing on the rope swing. We pulled out

at Grindstone and Addison and Mackey
scouted the rapid while the cook crew
prepared a tuna on pita lunch.

After the storm broke we ran

Grindstone. Every boat made it through

without issue. We Gash paddled the

rest of the way to Pine Grove,the boys
enjoyed their last hours paddling as

Kieve campers.

When we arrived at Pine Grove, we
started to prepare a Dank dinner, while
Mackey, Addison, and the Bank II

counselors set up for "Assault on Snack
Mountain." We played Assault on Snack
Mountain, drank some ice-cold cokes

and headed to bed, excited for the next

leg of the trip.

August 9th

Today we woke up after Bank II and
had a leisurely breakfast of oatmeal and

PB&J/H on toasted bagels. We sunned
ourselves and read while we waited for

Hackett to come with the resupply. Henry
Arcano arrived an hour before Hackett
with our mail and some gear, so we
repacked our wannigans and continued
to wait for Hackett while we read our
mail. When Hackett arrived, we helped
load the canoes on to his trailer.

We took our van into town to the

Irving Station where we would make
cold cuts for lunch. However, there was
a mix up with our resupply, so we had
to hit the local Hannaford's to pick up
some groceries. We finally had a great

lunch of peppered turkey breast cold cut

sandwiches and some chips and soda.

After eating we drove the rest of the

way into Baxter, where we touched base

with the ranger, hung out, and began to

prepare a Cheesesteak dinner. We chose
our hike for the next day, enjoyed dinner,

and headed to bed after a nice fire.

August 10th

We woke up early to a breakfast of

bars and tarts. We finished packing our

daypacks and loaded up the van, bound
for Foster Field and the OJI trailhead.

We enjoyed the newly renovated trail,

and made quick work of the hike. Even
with a few stops at scenic outlooks it

only took us a few hours to reach the top.

When we reached the summit, we were
disappointed to find that it was below
the tree line, and not a good lunch spot.

We turned around after a quick break and
headed back to Old Jay Eye rock, about Vz

mile from the summit, where we had a

great view and enjoyed a PB&J/H bagel

lunch.

We made even quicker work of the

descent, and loaded back into the van
to get back to the Abol site, where we
all planned on taking naps, reading and
playing chess / Magic. We got back to

camp and cooked a big delicious dinner

of huge double bacon cheeseburgers.

August 11th

We slept in late and enjoyed a huge
meal of breakfast burritos. After a gentle

reminder from the ranger about check out

time, we loaded up the van and headed
to the New England Outdoor Center,

where we enjoyed a day of volleyball

and relaxing. We had pep and cheese for
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lunch, and then hung out some more and
took naps.

We prepared quesadillas for dinner,

and then had a big fire with a Wavus
cabin, who were also rafting the next day
with Northern Outdoors.

August 12th

The boys woke up on our final day
at our New England Outdoor Center

campsite early (around 6:00) and had a

quick breakfast of Pop-Tarts while we
psyched ourselves up for some of the

premier Whitewater in the country. After

breakfast we filed into the main lodge

and got prepared for the rafting, changing

into wetsuit bottoms, booties, lifejackets,

and helmets. We then signed release

forms and hopped on a bus that took us to

the top of the mighty Penobscot. After a

quick safety lecture from Luke the rafting

guide about emergency protocols and
how to handle one's self in the rapids,

we grabbed our giant inflatable rafts and
portaged them to the put-in.

Lucky for us, the weather was perfect

- high 70s and sunny without a cloud in

the sky, great for rafting and even better

for swimming. In one raft led by our raft

guide Tony we had Jared, Grey, Duncan,
Josh, and Addison, and in the other

led by raft guide Ted we had Connor,

Austin, Nick, Sam, and Mackey. The first

two rapids are the most intense and are

considered by the American Whitewater
Association to be class five rapids,

which means they have "extremely

long, obstructed, or very violent rapids

which expose a paddler to added risk.

Drops may contain large, unavoidable
waves and holes or steep, congested

chutes with complex, demanding routes.

Rapids may continue for long distances

between pools, demanding a high level

of fitness." Yikes. But true to form, the

boys made it through "Exterminator"

and "Crib Works" without flipping any
rafts or sending any paddlers overboard,

which earned them two thumbs up from
the river guides.

The remainder of the rapids were
smaller but no less exciting, and after

another hour or two of rip-roaring

paddling, we stopped at a small picnic

site for a glorious lunch of steak, salmon,
chicken, river rice, hot cocoa, and a

million other luxuries that had our

mouths watering. After stuffing our faces,

we loaded up the boats and continued on
to the next major rapid, the ominously
named "Lose Your Lunch Falls." The
falls contain the largest vertical drop on
the river and because of its situation in

the water, each raft can portage back up
river and shoot the falls multiple times.

Between enjoying some surfing at the

bottom of the falls and running down
them, we were all run ragged after only

half an hour, but many of us decided it

was our favorite part of the day. Along
the ride, Duncan, Josh, and Jared took

spills out of the raft, but were recovered

in quick order by the cabin and our raft

guides. On the final dead water before we
pulled out of the river, Mackey, Addison
and our raft guides Tony, Connor all

engaged in some serious shenanigans,

pushing people into the water and
jumping between rafts whenever they

could.

Thrilled with an awesome day on the

river, we rode the bus back and returned

to our campsite. We quickly broke down
our camp, thanked our raft guides again

for an epic day, and hit the road bound
for Nobleboro, stopping of course for

a feast at the world famous Bangor
McDonald's. Driving another couple of

hours, our van tires hit West Neck Road
around 9:00 at night while most of the

camp was just heading to bed. Bumping
music insanely loud, we pulled in front

of the Trip Shack and began unpacking
all of our gear, reclaiming our left behind
bags from the Long Voyage crawlspace,

and cleaning the van. Once our work was
complete, we went back to our cabin,

thoroughly exhausted but happy to call

it a night home at Camp Kieve.

Chris Mackev and
Addison St. Onge-May, Co. HBCs

Maine Trails I- Maine Island Trail

and Appalachian Trail

July 24th

The Boys scarfed down a breakfast

of cereal, sausage, and eggs and exited

breakfast with a bang, or rather a

sacrifice, as noble Constantin Schiebler

volunteered himself onto Maine Trails

as a Hunger Games-esque tribute. After
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loading up the van, we drove to Bremen
and packed our kayaks with food and
clothes and hit the water. The ocean
was cool and saturated with sodium
and our paddles maneuvered us deftly

between islands, jellyfish, and the kayaks

themselves.

We arrived at our location for the night,

an abode by the name of Thief Island. We
ate a lunch of cold cuts and fresh picked
raspberries. After that, we enjoyed the

beautiful day - reading, tanning, talking,

laughing and generally loving life. A
soft breeze rustled the hair of those with
enough hair to enjoy a nice gust.

As the sun inched down the horizon,

chicken patties and bacon were roasted

over an open fire. Our hungry mouths
devoured the "double downs" and we
watched a glorious sunset- a blaze of fiery

orange, fierce red, and flamboyant yellow
that reflected down upon the glassy

water. We talked under the moonlight
and pondered the great questions of life.

As exhaustion finally set in, just around
the time when the stars reach their full

glory, we retired to our tents and called

it a day. The first day of Maine Trails

complete, we slept soundly, one and all.

1 day down, 21 to go.

Will "Mr. Bean" Kaback, Camper
July 25th

Day 2, the first full day of the trip.

The Boys awoke to a wholesome and
fun day ahead, laced with surprise and
suspense. Kaback, Consti, and Bruce
concocted disgustingly good breakfasts of

chicken-egg-cheese-bacon sandwiches.

Because Shrek is both love and life,

Speranza showered the boys with Shrek
impressions so good that Mike Myers
would have given the seal of approval.

But hard work comes first, so the boys
packed the boats and pierced the ocean
with elegant power strokes all the

way to Harbor Island. Upon arrival, an
exploration was undertaken in which the

boys found a very sketchy and extremely

cult-like site of worship. They quickly

fled back to the boats and made Reubens
to clear their heads from that peculiar

run-in.

After a few hours of chilling real

hard, the boys paddled through choppy
water over to the nicest campsite on the

Maine coast at Otter Island. Burgers were
made and shenanigans were had, laughs

between Foxy and J. Cook were shared,

and Malik pulled hard. Rounding the

night out with a fire on the beach was
classic Kieve. Gotta love the boys. Gotta

love Kieve. Day 2 was bomb.
Jules "Wonder-Bread" Cook, Camper

July 26th

Today the Boys woke up bright and
early to the sound and smell of lobster

boats going by Otter Island. The plan was
to go to Ames Island, which is located

back towards the mainland. There we
were to fill up on clean water and figure

out where we were to camp for that night.

We had a quick breakfast from our snack
bag and we packed up the boats. The boys
pulled hard through the crosswinds and
turned the corner of Cranberry Island to

have some friendly tail winds, pushing
us all the way to Ames. Foxy, Malik, Ted,

and J-Cook went with the six-and-a-half

gallon jugs to get fresh water from some
friendly natives while the others paddled
on to Ames.
When the others arrived at Ames, the

Boys had some Pep and cheese. Also
at Ames were outhouses, which were
glorious considering previously they

were absent from the boys' lives for the

past two days. Ted and Harry listened to

the weather radio and decided it was best

to continue on to Crotch Island, which
was closer to our resupply, due to the

possible thunderstorms and showers the

next day. The boys got back in the boats

and battled through fierce swells, sadly

going back into the direction we came in.

Most of the bowmen, for example, Consti

came out of it looking like he just went
for a swim.
The boys finally reached Crotch Island

but due to the lack of information and
communication, we had no idea where
on the island the campsite was. We went
around the island looking at possible

campsites until we saw a green field.

Ted and Harry went to go see if we could

camp here as the boys unloaded all the

boats, Ted and Harry came back with

good and bad news. Good news was we
could camp on the island, bad news was
we passed the site and we had to go back

all the way to the other side of the island.
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The boys pushed on and got back in the

boats and pulled.

We found the campsite and were
rewarded with Dank (a mixture of cheese,

peppers, pepperoni, bacon, and rice), a

free fireworks show across the bay and
music from a party on the mainland, and
beautiful stars. Even with the hardest

paddle the boys had experienced on
trip, we could not have been happier to

be out in the wilderness with the boys,

the family. Not to mention the next day
would be full of rest and sleep. With that

in mind we all fell asleep instantly.

Ben "Baloo" Fox, Camper
July 27th

After waking up from a bodacious
beauty rest, the Boys enjoyed a breakfast

of corned beef hash and a boiling bowl of

peaches for brunch. With a full stomach
and a well-rested body, Maine Trails One
embarked on a grueling, exhausting rest

day. This certain rest day consisted of

relaxing on the beach and exploring the

deep woods of Crotch Island. The boys
had a filling lunch of Rocket Fuel and
a tenacious dinner of pesto pasta. The
night finished up with a reflective time

by the group on the rocks.

Bo "Goose" Hawkes, Camper
July 28th

This morning there was an unpleasant

fog, however the Boys embraced the

challenge by following one of Kieve's

three main values... "Perseverance."

The additional incentive of our first

resupply also prompted everyone to

get moving along in high spirits; we
quickly got our gear packed into the

kayaks and ate a deliciously hot bowl of

oatmeal before continuing our voyage.

We wore headlamps and Ted, one of our

counselors, blew a whistle every thirty

seconds to warn boats of our presence in

the fog. We completed our relatively short

paddle to see our good friend Hackett, so

he could resupply us.

It took a little while to get organized,

but the anticipation of getting mail
ended once we finally packed everything

up and began our 3-hour car ride. The
men of Maine Trails I jammed out to

country music while Hackett and Harry
made a quick pit stop at a grocery store

to pick up some vital materials such

as Worcestershire sauce and old bay
seasoning. Finally we arrived at our drop
off point in Stonington where we all

ravenously ate raspberries, blueberries,

and strawberries. Then we paddled to

a small island called Rock Island. Rock
Island was unquestionably the most
picturesque island we have traveled

to. My words don't do it much justice,

but to give my best description it was
surrounded by clear water with a beach
that was a mixture of crushed shells

and soft sand with a view of Stonington
where all the homes lit up.

The afternoon consisted of a highly

competitivegame ofboxball, unsuccessful

fishing, and general horseplay. Boxball

was introduced to us by Harry, and is

basically baseball but you must hit the

ball (tennis ball in this case) with your
hand after it bounces. There are also

only five innings and the field has a

condensed size. Sam Zintl highlighted

the game with a 3-run home run along

with Bruce Haywood who hit a 2-run

home run.

Following our game it got dark quickly

and a second fog rolled in. We decided to

make the most of it by making hammock
bunk beds and gathering around the

"kitchen", debating sports and sharing

stories. Dinner order was decided by the

lottery system. Harry made his delicious

signature "crunch wraps" which truly hit

the spot and capped off another perfect

day. They consisted of tortillas, cheese,

chicken, crushed tortilla chips, and
peppers. Ted also found a salamander
that may have been a new species. The
day was truly another memorial and
unforgettable adventure in Kieve history

and reminded us all what a privilege it

is to spend the summer surrounded by
your brothers in the beautiful Maine
wilderness.

Bruce C. "Squidward" Haywood,
Camper

July 29th

"Unbelievable!" The words of Ted
Watson reverberated around the quiet

campsite. "C'mon boys get up! We're
getting out of here!" The boys of Maine
Trails I, still sleeping soundly after a late

night of crunch wraps and talking story,

rubbed their eyes and sat up groggily.
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Sunlight blasted through the windows
of the tents and the soft whisper of

waves lapping on the shore added to

the tropical ambiance. There was a bit

of confusion as tent-mates looked to one
another for an explanation. The previous

night's weather forecast had called for

storms, rain, and a small craft advisory, a

warning reserved for boats for bigger than

ours. With this in mind, we went to sleep

believing the rain would keep us from the

water for most of the day. From the look

of this morning, the weather forecasters

couldn't have been more wrong. It was
as if Mother Earth had applied cloud
repellent to the sky, leaving nothing but

forget-me-not blue. The ocean was serene

and placid, the white sand beach smooth
and soft.

We emerged from our tents like

explorers entering a new world. Ted and
Harry were surprised by this unexpected
turnaround, and their frustration was
quickly replaced by the sight of this

glorious day. We quickly decided to

make the considerable paddle to Kimball
Island, which was adjacent to the great

Isle au Haut. We scarfed down the high

calorie, high sugar breakfast of Pop Tarts

and quickly loaded our kayaks. After

some tinkering by the counselors, the

boat groups had been altered to better

reflect the strengths and weaknesses of

each boy. These changes proved to be
a stroke of genius, as not only did our

crafts stay close together, but also flew

over the calm water.

After a few miles at our efficient pace,

the ever-vigilant Malik Washington
spotted a dolphin swimming less than

twenty feet from our boats. We stopped
paddling immediately and watched in

wonder as the graceful creature glided

past us. Go Pros and cameras alike were
produced to capture the dolphin's fin as it

emerged as it emerged every few seconds
from the water, like a submarine poking
out its telescopic head. Eventually, the

dolphin passed and we continued on
our way. It was a short trek from there

to Kimball and we made it in no time.

It was a great site with grassy tent spots

and hammock friendly trees.

The Boys read, napped, played
Mafia, and climbed the boulders that

encompassed the island. Ted hopped over

to Isle au Haut's main town and brought
back the money treat of chocolate and
strawberry ice cream. All, in addition to

juicy cheese quesadillas made by Sam
Zintl, enjoyed large scoops of ice cream.

We enjoyed an equally great afternoon

filled with more laughs and great times.

Dusk set in with a spectacular blaze of

pinks and yellows. The far off clouds

seemed painted on by a supernatural

force and the waning sunlight glittered

like an exposed vampire. Islands in the

distance were bathed in fog and halos of

light, truly an unbelievable sight.

We made pepperoni pizzas as night set

in - thick circles of crisp dough laden

with tomato sauce, sliced pepperoni,

and an assortment of condiments.

After our hearty dinner, a handful of

us chose to sleep in hammocks. They
looked like mummies suspended in air,

gently rocking to and fro. The rest of us

retired to tents, full and satisfied after a

demanding and exhilarating day. It was
truly an honor to be the OD on a Kieve
tripping day like this and surely the

memories made will endure long after

our days at camp have ended.

Will "Mr. Bean" Kaback, Camper
July 30th

Wir wachten heute sehr friihaut da uir

GroBes von batten: uiruoUten heuteein

nalganz um die Fusel Isle au Haut
uitusereu kayaks fahren. Also fuhrenuir,

huvuit uudrtrn Regensacken und uuseren

Snacks Los der wirsa spateraut unseren

camping platz zuruck kehren wurden. Es

Wursehr hebelig und anch kuhlaber wir

hoffenhoch aut schones Wetter: Eswur
in erst Worgens: wir paddel fen schon
sciteiner Meile viel leichtein bis schen

mehr, doch dank Schlager tig murdees
so hebelig das man gerade so das kayak
vorein em sehen konnte. Also sesh liessen

wir sad mirandev best-moglichsten

Stelle an Land gehen. Gluck licher weise

war ein strand nicht wiet von unsent

fernt und also stiegen wir ausasse nein

snack und 20 gen nsere Regen sulkenun.

Es wurd eimner Kaltera und die Lamne
wurd eauch nicht besser. Jules Cook und
Will Kaback Jedoch hiel fenuns bei Lanne
al sie ausuen dig "Stan" von Eminem
sangen! Wir hingen noch ne weile aun
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Stand run doc dahn kamen vir auf de
Insel, Champlain maintain, zuwanderen,
Becor mir wanden ginger gab esaber

Mittagessen, Pep and cheese und nach
demmir von unseren wanderung zuruck
Kamen Kanften uns Ted and Harry Sodas
die wir sehrge nossen haben. Den Rest

des Tages Verbrachen wir aurunseren
camping platz, wir spieftre Mafia und
assensputer "Dank" zu Abend. Es war
ein Tag der zuerst verloren schichdoch
spater doch noch gut genutet warde.

Constatin "Hollister" Scheibler,

Camper
July 31st

We woke up at Kimball to PanCakes,
a delicious concoction of pancake batter,

vanilla cake batter, and Reeses peanut
butter chips. After a very filling breakfast

we set off through thick fog to Hell's Half

Acre, a small island near Devil I. Upon
arrival we ate a nice lunch and relaxed

on the beach. Soon we were joined by
a small group of kids on a three-day

trip. As the group found comfort on
the southern rock dip of the island, we
plotted for the next day. A nice day and
long paddle; everyone drifted off into a

gracious slumber. Sweet Dreams.
Nick "Mercutio" Speranza, Camper

August 1st

We awoke around 8 for our kind of rest

day. Our plan was to stop in town to get

some water and then head to a freshwater

quarry in the middle of the ocean to go

cliff jumping. When we got to the town
we had a lunch of tuna and Snickers;

which sounds pretty gross, but it was
actually good. We did some leg exercises

to warm up our legs for hiking which in

my opinion was too late. We start hiking

in two days after that. We headed off to

the quarry, which was pretty amazing as

it was the first time we had seen fresh

water in 9 days. We went swimming and
it came with some sweet fish that ate all

of the dead skin off of our toes in the

water. It felt great! After the quarry we
were pretty tired so we retired to Hell's

Half Acre again for bed.

Ted Watson, HBC
August 2nd
"Da Boys" awoke to an overcast but

fogless morning, good conditions for the

paddle to the resupply. After a breakfast

of cereal bars, the boys got in their kayaks
and headed for Stonington. Everyone was
so eager to get there that while everyone
was racing ahead, Ted had an awesome
idea. He proposed a friendly race across

the channel into Stonington to ensure
we crossed the channel as quickly as

possible. As we prepared after lining

up, everyone's mind was on the prize, a

doughnut of choice to the two kayakers

whose boat arrived at the pickup first.

As Ted yelled, "go," everyone began
paddling as hard as they could, straining

to finish first. After a grueling race, filled

with boat collisions, but thankfully no
flipped kayaks, Ben and Malik emerged
as the victors.

Tired from such a close race and such
fast paddling, the Boys quickly packed
up the van and trailer and settled down
for a bus ride with the One. After getting

mail and sharing snacks and telling jokes,

everyone put their heads back and tried to

rest up on the long car ride ahead. As the

van pulled up to the trailhead, everyone
was very excited to begin the Hundred
Mile Wilderness. After packing our bags

and great lunch of cold cuts, fresh fruit

and brownies, we posed for a picture at

the trailhead and then set off into the

forest. After completing the first three

miles with relative ease, we set up camp
and enjoyed a late but delicious dinner

of Philly Cheesesteaks. Afterwards, we
fell immediately asleep to the sound of

the stream rushing by. It was an awesome
day. Sam "Treebeard" Zintl, Camper
August 3rd
We arose to our first full day of hiking

to the sweet aroma of egg-bacon-bagel

sandwiches being cooked by Will and
Bruce. Energy was flowing through our

veins as the 7+ mile journey began.

Though packs were heavy and legs hadn't

been used in quite a while. The boys set

a solid pace and got into a good groove

on the trail. After a few miles we arrived

at a 60-foot waterfall that towered over

the trail and surrounding area. Some
beautiful rocks lined the river as well,

making for a picture perfect view.

We enjoyed lunch and a nice break

before grinding out the next several miles

to Wilson Stream campsite. It was there

that we set down for the night, cooked
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dinner, and took a much needed 8-hour

long nap. A long, challenging day had
come to an end, but was a memorable
one for sure. With just 13 days left in our

Kieve careers, days like these are worth
cherishing.

Jules "Wonder Bread" Cook, Camper
August 4th

"Da boys" awoke bright and early and
packed up as fast as we could and started

our trek north. We hit the trail with the

first obstacle being a small mountain.
The worst part was going back down.
The rocks were slippery and the trail was
steep. Sadly, Malik "Mushu" Washington
took a spill hitting his right knee hard on
a rock. He continued on with a light pack,

the weight taken by his cabinmates, along

with a brace and poles donated by Harry

"Thrumcaps" Hill. Malik continued for

just under a mile before the executive

decision was made to evacuate him to

get treated. Ted "Roosevelt" Watson
hiked about a tenth of a mile back with

Malik and luckily found a local hunting

guide who took them to the hospital. The
final diagnosis was a strained hamstring.

Roosevelt made a clutch move of getting

hot sauce and more TP while in town. It

was later noted by the tripping director,

Reid, that it was one of the smoothest
"evacs" ever.

While Roosevelt and Malik were
undertaking their adventure, the

rest of the boys continued with their

shenanigans of giving some of the boys
a Kieve "baptism." Thus the idea for the

entrance was born. After the boys headed
off to the base of Barren Mountain, which
is where Roosevelt would meet them
later and where they would be spending
the night. This required crossing a river

and climbing up steep terrain. Finally,

after setting up camp, we were treated to

Dank: pasta, cheese, and pepperoni. We
all went to bed thinking and hoping our

fallen brother would return soon.

Ben "Baloo" Fox, Camper
August 5th

When we woke up on day 13, we ate

some oatmeal and packed up our tents.

We hiked a few miles and then stopped
for some PB and J sandwiches for lunch.

After lunch we pushed on and hiked 3

peaks, the last one in the pouring rain.

Aside from the rain and thunder the day
was excellent and wrapped up with a

dinner of oatmeal in order to get to sleep

after our exhausting day.

Bo "Goose" Hawkes, Camper
August 6th

After getting into the campsite late

the previous night, "The Boys" ate an
unorthodox breakfast of pesto pasta. We
were not even fazed by having pasta for

breakfast it was so delicious. On top of

that we took quite a while to leave our

campsite, so it truly was a strange start

to our day. The hiking portion of the

day kicked off with a trek up Chairback
Mountain in damp socks. We were
mesmerized with more tantalizing views
at the summit. We continued our scenic

hike and arrived at our lunch site at

Henderson Brook.

Lunch was tuna that we loaded up
with hot sauce and served on crumbled
bagels. During lunch, we ran into a very

nice trail guide whose trail name was
"Brawny". She informed us about our
future journey and what to expect. It was
very cool to meet a trail guide. We hiked
to the base of Gulf Hagas Mountain by
following a steady five-mile trail uphill.

The spirits of everyone skyrocketed as

we passed a sign telling us how far we
were from our final destination... the

legendary Mount Katahdin. The sign was
uplifting; however, it was a reminding
symbol that our days as Kieve campers
are numbered.
"The Boys" capped off another great

hike by feasting on fettuccine alfredo

pasta. Dinner eating order was decided
by sports trivia. Following our feast, we
gathered around a blazing campfire and
enjoyed some well-deserveds'mores. The
day was honestly one ofmy favorite days
of the entire trip and will go down as one
of those classic Kieve days that we will

remember and tell stories about for years

down the road.

Bruce C. "Squidward" Haywood,
Camper

August 7th

The boys of Maine Trails the First were
woken early in anticipation of a long,

grueling day. Tents were taken down and
a breakfast of steamy oatmeal consumed
and packs were prepped to be strapped
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to backs. Unbeknownst to the fellas was
that one of their fellow - and beloved -

brothers was suffering from a debilitating

stomach ailment. The young, strapping

Bo Hawkes had endured a rough night in

which fettuccine pasta was a torturer of

the highest order. The boys ached to see

Bo in such pain and disarray but sadly

could notdo anything. Counselors Ted and
Harry spoke about this now predicament
while the remainder of the boys huddled
for warmth. The decision was made to

wait until Bo felt well enough to hike and
then tromp 1.8 miles to nearby campsite

and reassess the situation. A fire was
made and hammocks erected.

After a few hours, Bo announced that

he could hike. Despite still being in

immense pain. Bo packed up and began
hiking with the rest of the cabin. In a

valiant, gut-wrenching, stomach turning,

courageous, and awe-inspiring act of

pure determination, the likes of which
have not been seen since Curt Schilling's

legendary "bloody sock" performance in

game six of the 2004 AL east. Bo made it

the 1.8 to a nearby campsite. Once there,

we ate lunch consisting of bagels, peanut
butter, jelly and fluff and then set up
tents.

It was a leisurely afternoon punctuated

by maps, conversation and rest. Dinner
was a Sam Zintl specialty: fiesta rice,

refried beans, and good ol' pasta. 'Twas

a filling and satisfying meal. Exhausted
following a stressful yet simple difficult

yet easy and frustrating yet calm day,

Maine Trails I retired to their tents.

Although this day saw a brother filled

by illness, it also saw the perseverance

courage, and loyalty that make Kieve

men so great,. And now for the final

time, I lay down my pen and close this

book of trips. Kieve Forever.

Will "Mr. Bean" Kaback, Camper
August 8th

The campers woke up at daybreak to

a quick breakfast of granola in order to

get up and over the remaining 3 peaks.

At this point in the trip the boys' legs

had adjusted to the trail and the first two
peaks blew by. The third peak. White Cap,

was just pushing above treeline and with
the day as clear as it was, the guys were
treated to clear views, 50 miles in any

direction. A short jaunt took the group
to the other side of the peak, giving the

group their first view of the trip's goal:

Katahdin.

After taking in the view, the boys
packed up and headed down White Cap
for another 11 miles. The day was long,

and the boys ended up hiking the last

mile with headlamps but everyone got

into camp safely and drifted off to bed
after a quick dinner of oatmeal.

Ted Watson, HBC
August 9th

Waking up early has been getting

easier but waking up at 5 is never easy.

We walked 5 miles to resupply, but

that didn't matter when we saw Malik
"Mushu" Washington waiting there for

us. We enjoyed too much food for some
but trecked on for the 14 more joke

and pain-filled miles. At our campsite.

Antlers, we enjoyed meat for the first

time in days and ate like kings. Overall

a good day.

Nick "Mercutio" Speranza, Camper
August 10th

Today the Boys faced their last real

challenge before Katahdin: the infamous
Nesuntabunt Mountain. Within the

first hour, guys had started up the one
mile, 1600 ft elevation gain and met the

challenge with fresh legs. Surrounded
by 60-foot boulders, the cabin tackled

carved stairs for another mile and a half

with barely a break during the ascent. A
rewarding view of Katahdin was seen

from Nesuntabunt Ledges and The Boys
realized that the mountain was beginning

to loom over the last stretch of the trail.

A quick descent led to 11 easy miles

of flat trail where we met some members
of the Maine Appalachian Trail Club. We
stopped and thanked them all profusely

for keeping the trail in such beautiful

shape before crushing out the last 5 miles

of the day. Dinner was a long-awaited

pasta and marinara sauce since the boys

hadn't had veggies since the last night of

kayaking.

Ted Watson, HBC
August 11th

The Boys woke up early on day 18 for

a quick breakfast of oatmeal and hit the

trail shortly after. Another 12-mile day

was ahead of us. Luckily, the guys faced
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mostly flat terrain as the trail wound
northeast around a number of scenic

lakes. Before they knew it, a halfway

point had been reached for the day and
packs were taken off for a quick lunch
of pepperoni and cheese and to refill

bottles in the nearby Cooper Brook. The
boys were quickly back on their feet for

another seven miles before they stopped
for the night. Dinner that night was a

large pot of dank, which the boys not

only devoured, but shared with their

new friend Iron Will, who was going for

a speed record on the AT of under 60

days (we're pretty sure he got it).

Ted Watson, HBC
August 12th

Wowzers, it was already the 20th day
of our miraculous journey. The Boys
woke up around 7:15 to not one but

two packets of flavored oatmeal each!

Ya boy Ben Fox led the way, and with
an iron fist he did so, taking the group
all the way up to Rainbow Ledges faster

than the Berwick Bulldogs slayed Beaver
Country Day School. Atop the ledges,

the boys swam in a theoretical pool of

the finest blueberries Maine has to offer.

Seriously there were a lot of blueberries.

Kaback cooked up a fine batch of PB and

J with fluff and a breathtakingly beautiful

day added to a very solid lunch break,

following the blueberry extravaganza.

The Boys crushed another 2.5 miles to

the Hurd Brook Campsite. The remainder
of the day was spent redefining the word
chill as the whole group lounged around
a nearly empty campsite. Bruce ended
it all with an Alfredo dinner better than

one your grandma makes. Ending my
Kieve annual career on such a chill day
is dope. Shoutout to The Boys, 1 love you
all. In the words of our main man the

One, "Peace out brothers."

Jules "Wonderbread" Cook, Camper
August 13th

The Boys woke up at the crack of dawn
and ate a breakfast of oatmeal. The day
ahead of them consisted of 14 miles.

In these 14 miles they would not only

finish the 100-mile wilderness, but also

arrive in Baxter State Park. With Jules

"Wonderbread" Cook in the lead, the

Boys made it to Abol Bridge in a couple of

hours, finishing the 100-mile wilderness.

There the boys had some ice-cold sodas.

9 miles later the boys finally reached
Katahdin Stream, the last campsite of the

1
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trip, Larry Hill, Harry's father, greeted

them with copious amounts of food. A
feast was made of cold cut sandwiches
piled high with refrigerated toppings

and Gatorade was in everybody's cups.

After dinner the boys fell asleep in a food

coma. Ben "Baloo" Fox, Camper
Augsut 14th

The day began with rain that continued
from the night before, but the Boys took

down tents regardless. After putting all

the gear and bags in the van and trailer

that Mr. Hill had brought, the boys began
hiking up Katahdin. The mountain was
not in a cooperative mood as it dumped
rain on the cabin. Below the treeline, the

boys hiked in a trail that was turned into

an ankle deep stream. Above the treeline,

they scaled bald rock faces with 25 mph
winds with 35 mph gusts. Despite the

temperature being more October-like

than August, the boys pushed through
and 4 hours later peaked Katahdin.

After a brief celebration at the top with
Snickers and a couple of photos, the boys
quickly descended the mountain for the

warm safety of the van. A tired cabin was
driven to Millinocket House of Pizza for

a whopping 7 pies and some extra grub

brought on by the victors of the Big Blue

Moon contest. With full stomachs and
brimming with accomplishment The
Boys loaded into the van for their last

ride to Kieve as campers.

Bo "Goose" Hawkes, Camper, and
Ted "Roosevelt" Watson, HBC

Maine Trails II- Maine Island Trail

and Appalachian Trail

July 24th

(Monson to Leaman Brook) We woke
up this morning and packed up the Buck.

We peaced out for the Hundred Mile
Wilderness after chanting, "Hey Mama,
don't you cry... MT2 is do or die... Put

our backpacks in our hands... Marching
off to a foreign land." The "One" drove

us up to Monson, Maine, where the

Hundred Mile Wilderness begins. We
stopped at Walmart for some last minute
supplies on the way. When we got to

Monson, we ate a quick lunch of cold

cuts. We decided not to take our second
lunch of cold cuts because it would be
too heavy. The hike to our first campsite

was quick and easy. I can't believe how
solid all of the boys were at hiking. When
we got to the campsite, we ate some
doubledowns for dinner and they were
delicious. The bugs were a little bad but
no problem because we were used to it.

Great first day of the trip and we were
looking forward to 20 more!

July 25th

We woke up pretty late today, around
9 a.m. Coote and I made up some nice

coffee on his trip coffee rig. We all ate

some Pop-Tarts for breakfast and headed
out to Little Wilson Falls where we
planned to eat lunch. The hiking was
pretty smooth; weather was perfect with
sun and a cool breeze. We made it the 3.3

miles to Wilson Falls in about 1 hr. and 45
mins... good pace. We all munched some
gorp and jumped into the waterfall. We
took some showers under the waterfall,

too, which had crazy water pressure and
literally knocked our pants off.

We dried off after swimming and
continued onward. We hiked along a

rocky ledge for a while, and then we
crossed the Big Wilson Stream. We all

managed to cross without getting our

boots wet. The next .7 miles to our lean-

to were the hardest of our trip thus far.

But, it was short and we were chilling

at Wilson Valley Lean-to in no time. We
ran into a huge group of NOBO thru-

hikers at the lean-to. We talked with a

girl named "LEGS" for a while. She was
loud and abrasive and left the lean-to

playing "Turn Down For What" on her

backpack radio. We ate some beef stew
and couscous for dinner and called it an
early night. Day 2 complete.

June 26th

(Wilson Valley to Cloud Pond) We
woke up fairly early this morning
because a thru-hiker, "Old Man Blue",

spent 2 hours preparing to leave the

lean-to as Coote and I struggled to get

more sleep. We all ate some Pop-Tarts,

brewed some coffee, and headed out for

the summit of Barren Mountain. The day
started out pretty slow. We hiked through

one small river crossing and then swam
in the second. The next river was a little

bigger than the first two so we took our

time crossing. After crossing, we hiked a

short distance along the river and up the
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start of Barren Mountain to a nice lean-to

for lunch.

We ate some pep and cheese and filled

our water bottles, then set off on the

upward struggle to the top of Barren. The
first portion of the Barren Ledges was the

most difficult, but the view at the top was
amazing. The next portion to the summit
of Barren wasn't quite as steep, but still

a struggle. When we got to the top, we
were greeted by the old fire tower that I

remembered from my Trails year. We met
a newlywed couple at the top. The guy
was German and was 6 feet 7 inches at

290 pounds; they were a funny couple.

After chilling on the summit for a while,

we hiked the short distance (1.4 mi) to

Cloud Pond lean-to. We ate pesto pasta

with a lot of butter in it. We all had a

great talk around the campfire that night.

It was a solid day of a very solid trip.

June 27th

(Cloud Pond to Chairback Gap) We
woke up late today at Cloud Pond. The
first section of the hike to the summit of

4th mountain was tough. We ate lunch
of PB -I- J + nutella on the top of the 3rd

mountain summit. It started raining after

lunch, but we enjoyed the change of

weather. We filled up our water bottles

at the small stream before Columbus
peak. We got to Chairback Gap lean-to at

around 4 p.m. We shared the lean-to with
a NOBO hiker named Cobble. We were
all happy to eat some rice and bean and
turn in early after a long day of hiking.

July 28th

(Chairback Gap to Carl CheBrewhall)
So much rain today! We walked downhill
for a while from the Chairback Gap lean-

to. We had no water so we planned
to stop at the first water supply. Only
three of the boys stopped and the other

five kept going, but we all met up at the

West Branch Pleasant River for lunch of

PB+J+N. We ran into three old bros at the

river crossing who were planning to do
the Hundred Mile Wilderness and we
wished them good luck.

Once we crossed the river, it really

started to rain. For the next five miles

we trucked uphill next to Gulf Hagas
Brook. When we got to the lean-to, it was
full of thru-hikers so we set up camp a

couple hundred yards further. We ate a

nice dinner of pesto pasta and headed
to bed. There was a huge thunderstorm
that night and a group rolled in late and
started to set up camp next to us. It was
pretty scary. Tough day but overall it was
a good day.

July 29th

(Carl CheBrewhall to East Branch lean-

to) Luckily it was not raining when we
woke up this morning. We made a quick

breakfast of granola and milk and headed
off on our grueling four-peak day. We
actually crushed all four peaks and made
it to the top of White Cap for lunch. We
ate some tuna wraps and enjoyed the

nice view. The rain clouds had lifted and
we could see for miles. We didn't stay

too long though because the wind was
making it quite chilly. The rest of the day
was downhill and easy. We had some
GadoGado for dinner at the East Branch
lean-to. It was amazing! Right after

dinner, we headed to bed exhausted after

a long and successful day of hiking.

July 30th

(East Branch to Cooper Brook Falls) We
woke up this morning and everyone was
pretty exhausted from the day before.

But we geared up and started hiking

because we had to get moving. We hiked
4 miles up to the top of Little Boardman
Mountain for lunch. We had PB+J+N for

lunch and kept pushing to our campsite

at Cooper Falls, which was only a short

5-mile hike downhill.

When we got to Cooper Falls, Chewonki
was already set up. We all enjoyed a real

nice swim in the falls with Dr. Bronners.

We then made our first real fire at

Cooper Falls as well because someone
had donated a saw to the lean-to. We
boiled our water over the fire, which was
actually much easier, well, maybe not

easier, but it faster than using the stove.

We had a good talk around the campfire

with the boys and then it started to rain

so we headed to our tents.

July 31st

(Cooper Brook Falls to Antlers) We
woke up this morning in the Cooper
Brook lean-to. We had shared the lean-

to with a thru hiker named Finn and we
shared a beautiful view with him this

morning. We could see the mist rising

off the falls from the lean-to... amazing
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view. After a quick breakfast of Pop-Tarts

we made our way to the resupply spot

at Jo-Mary Road. Everyone ate a ton of

food at the resupply and we all hated

ourselves by the end of the meal. We
walked with overstuffed stomachs to

Antlers campsite, 4 miles further north

down the trail. Antlers was a beautiful

campsite. We made a big dinner of

sausage, pepper, and onions that night.

We finished the night with some games
of cards and chess. Great day!

August 1st

(Antlers to Wadleigh Stream) Not much
to be said about today. We woke up, had
a quick breakfast, and started walking. It

was a long and flat 13-mile day. We saw
a cool campsite on the lake but it was full

so we kept walking to a lesser campsite,

Wadleigh Steam lean-to. Clayton made
us all some pretty awesome quesadillas.

Afterwards we were exhausted and
headed to bed early. We heard news that

it was going to maybe rain tomorrow.
August 2nd

(Wadleigh Stream to Rainbow Stream)

Woke up this morning at a reasonable

hour and had Pop-Tarts with the boys.

The first two miles of the morning hike

were pretty miserable. We hiked to the

top of Nesuntabunt Mountain, which was
our last mountain before Katahdin! We
snacked at the summit and I remembered
the view well from my Trails year. We
continued onward after the summit and
passed two logging roads. We ate a lunch
of PB+J+N at the second road. After

lunch, we followed Rainbow Stream for

about 2 miles up to our lean-to. It was
about an 8-mile day total. At the lean-

to, we all bathed in a nice swimming
hole and chatted about life. We enjoyed
some GadoGado for dinner and called

it an early night. We could not believe

Katahdin was in 3 days!

August 3rd
(Rainbow Stream to Hurd Brook) We

woke up early this morning at 7 a.m.

We ate some granola and warm milk
and headed out on the trail. We walked
8 miles right off the bat along Rainbow
Lake to Rainbow Ledges for lunch of

tuna and wild blueberries. After lunch,

it was a short hike to the lean-to. At the

lean-to, we all mucked gorp and chilled

in hammocks. It's amazing how walking
10 feet in camp feels worse than walking
5 miles on the trail. We had some rice for

dinner and called it a day. We could not

believe the trip was already half over.

August 4th

(Hurd Brook to Katahdin Stream)

Finally finished the Hundred Mile
Wilderness today! We woke up this

morning and skipped breakfast and
pushed to Abol Bridge. We bought duck
tape for Clayton's feet, bootlaces for

Jake's boots, and Pringles and Cokes for

the boys. We ate a quick tuna lunch and
kept moving towards Katahdin Stream.

The next 10 miles were in Baxter State

Park and out of the 100-mile wilderness.

I saw a cool swimming spot along the

stream we were following and convinced
the boys to come swim. Coote didn't like

the spot and we ended up getting in

a joking fight over it. Coote wanted to

push forward to Big Niagara Falls and
I wanted to stay. It was a good thing I

eventually sided with Coote because Big

Niagara was awesome! We slid down it,

jumped into it, and even crawled under
it. Great times! The swim re-energized us

and we made our final push to Katahdin
Stream. We ate panini grilled over the

fire for dinner and washed them down
with Mountain Dew that Hackett had
brought for us. To Hackett! We called it

an early night because we planned to

start climbing Katahdin at 2:30 a.m.!

August 5th

(Katahdin to Rock Island) We woke up
this morning at 2 a.m. Katahdin time! We
grabbed 2 Snickers each, a water bottle,

and a head lamp and headed up the

mountain. We crushed the trail below
tree line and made it to the boulder field

before the sun began to rise. The boulder

field in the dark was challenging so we
needed to proceed cautiously. The boys

crushed it and it was so cool! I think it

was the favorite part of the whole hiking

portion of the trip for many of us.

By the time we made it up the boulder

field to the Katahdin table, the sky was
beginning to brighten. I played with my
super powerful laser pointer for a little...

pretty cool. The last mile or so on the

Katahdin table was easy going and we
made it to the summit at 5:30 a.m... the
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sun had risen in the east but was still

nowhere close to breaking over the top

of Katahdin. We all ate some Snickers,

took some pictures, and then headed
down because it was getting pretty cold

chilling on the summit.
The trip down was tough, but we got

down by 9 a.m., which was pretty record

timing. We packed up camp and headed
out of Katahdin Stream Campground
with Hackett. On the way to Stonington,

we stopped at Five-Guys... absolute

muckfest. Getting all our gear into the

kayaks at Stonington was kinda tough,

but we got the job done. The paddle to

Rock Island was real easy... we swam,
built a fire, mucked double-downs,
played cards against humanity, then

headed to bed. Amazing Day!... So happy
to be on the islands with the boys!!

August 6th

Woke up around 9 a.m. this morning
on Rock Island. A lot of fog out on the

water. The boys... I think it was Clayton

and Baker... made us all breakfast

sandwiches. They were pretty unreal...

American cheese, sausage patty, egg

patty, all on a hamburger bun.

After breakfast, the weather began to

turn around and Pete, Clayton, and I went
for a swim to the sandbar 50 yards from
the island. The swim was so cold! Coote
and Baker watched the swim and got

inspired to make the crossing themselves.

We all chilled on the sandbar for a while

and then pushed off and made our cold

journey back to Rock Island.

Coote and I decided the weather was
good enough to make a move for Hell's

Half Acre. The paddle was easy and I

immediately recognized Hell's Half Acre
because of the big rock on the left side

of the campsite. Sadly, there was already

a group on the island so we pushed off

and headed for Russ Island. There was
someone already set up at Russ so we
pushed off from there and made our way
back to Rock Island, haha.

We got there right before the big storm
that was rolling in. We set up camp fast

and made some grilled cheese for lunch.

I cooked some Velvetta mac and cheese
later for dinner and put some bacon and
spices in it... so good! We finished the

night around the fire playing mafia and

talking about how much Kieve meant to

us.

August 7th

We woke up to an absolutely beautiful

morning on Rock Island. Coote and I

chilled on the beach with our sleeping

pads for a while waiting for the boys
to get up. Baker woke up and started

to cook us a breakfast of eggs, bacon
and hashbrowns... it was dank. After

breakfast, we sat around for a while and
listened to my portable radio. I read a

bunch of Steinbeck's "East ofEden" aloud
to the boys. After chilling for a while in

the sun, we packed up and made our way
to Stonington to reload on water.

Coote and I ended up having to hike

all the way across to town because the

usual water spicket was not working. We
left the water jugs on the other side of

town to pick up in our kayaks on the way
out. We bought some garbage bags and
hopped back in our kayaks. We picked

up the water jugs on the way out of town
and headed for Green Island where we
heard from Chewonki that there was a

good fresh water quarry to swim in. It

was super tight and we ate some tuna

and jumped into the nice fresh water.

After, we headed to Hell's Half Acre to

set up camp. Clayton and I made some
quesadillas and we all chilled. Dayya
told some creepy stories then we had a

dance party with my portable radio and
headed to bed. Loving these islands!

August 8th

We all woke up with stomachaches
because of the massive quesadillas we
mucked the night before. We all sat,

read, and tanned on the beach for a while

until we were hungry for breakfast. We
made up some warm powdered milk

and poured it into granola and enjoyed

our breakfast on the sunny beach. Since

we were taking a rest day, we were
in no rush to get off the beach. We sat

around, played chess and tanned for a

while. Around mid-morning, I found
a sweet jumping rock on the far side of

the island, "the Honeyhole", and we all

went and jumped off it. After jumping,

we were hungry and decided it would
be a good time for lunch. We ate some
chili and enjoyed some more sun on the

beach. After lunch, I read aloud more of
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"East of Eden" to the boys. We made beef

stew and couscous for dinner and played

some chess and chilled around the fire.

Afterwards, we headed to bed for some
nice rest.

August 9th

We woke up on Hell's Half Acre this

morning. The weather was absolutely

beautiful. All us boys stayed around
on the beach all morning and ate some
oatmeal for breakfast. At lunchtime, we
decided it was time to pack up and head
into town to get rid of some trash and
reload on water. It was an easy paddle
into Stonington, we did what needed
to be done, then headed out. Instead of

kayaking to Russ Island, we decided to go

back to Rock... better beach plus closer.

Coote's and my tent flew away in a wind
gust while we were tanning and we had
to retrieve it from some thorny bushes.

The rest of the day was spent chilling

and swimming. We got some really great

pictures on the beach at sunset. It was a

beautiful night!

August 10th

Woke up on Rock Island pretty early

this morning because we had to meet
Hackett in Stonington at 10 a.m. for a

resupply and to get moved to Muscongus
Bay for our last leg of the trip. We got into

Stonington around 9 a.m. and unloaded
the boats. It was great to see Hackett

again when he arrived.

When we arrived at Crotch Island, we
ate Grangers, Sewanee style. We almost

broke our stove, but Clayton and I found a

way to fix the stove pump. We sat around
the campfire for the rest of the night and
then went to bed. Chill day.

August 11th

Woke up this morning on Crotch
Island. It was a beautiful morning. Before

breakfast today, Chris boated over to our
campsite. Chris is the dude who owns
Camp Friendship, the camp on Crotch

Island. He came over to remind us about

the community service we said we would
do on the island. We ate some breakfast

sandwiches and headed over to Camp
Friendship for some work. While Chris

went into town to pick up roof shingles,

we played a game of touch football on the

open field. When he got back, we moved
the heavy shingles up to the camp. We

finished the work and headed back for

lunch and to pack up our campsite. It

was a pretty long paddle over to Otter

Island after lunch... about 2 miles. But
the weather was nice and we enjoyed

being back out on the water. We got to

Otter Island... such a sick campsite...

and chilled and cooked some big ole

burgers. We took some cool pictures of

the sunset and headed to bed.

August 12th

Woke up fogged in at Otter Island.

All of us were slow to get moving this

morning. I made the boys some scrambled
chocolate pancakes, which were pretty

dank. We waited until the fog had
burned off and the tide was high and set

off for Hog Island. The paddle was about

3 miles. It felt long, but the weather was
great so no worries.

When we got to Hog Island, some dude
in a bird-watching uniform was there to

greet us. He was part of the Audubon
Society and told us there was a family

camp on the island so we had to move
on. We paddled a little further to the

Kieve landing at Bremen. It felt great to

pull into Bremen... picnic tables... pre-

setup tents... fridge and grill... and big

speakers. Quite a change from what we
were used to. We made tomato soup,

cheese quesadillas, and corned beef and
hash for lunch. We had rice and beans
for dinner later. Can't believe tomorrow
is the last day! Been a great trip!

August 13th

Not much to say about today. We
all rested and chilled at Bremen. We
reminisced about the trip and ate the rest

of our food. We went to bed early and
slept through a huge rainstorm. Maine
Trails 2 is out. It's been real. Such an
amazing trip for all of us!
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Our 21-day excursion was a huge
success. Ten days were spent with

scraggly peaks in the North Cascades
backpacking through one of the most
remote areas in the country. 4 were
spent on a wildlife safari excursion with
delicious food of the exquisite San Juan
Islands, also known as sea kayaking. And
the most momentous of the days were
spent on (and on top of!) the behemoth
mountain some call Adams.
There were ups and downs, in altitude,

and many important skills were learned

along the way to make us all better

leaders. These skills include, but are not

limited to, eating delicious soup after a

rainy day, finding that perfect swimming
hole with just the right amount of sun,

gazing endlessly upon waterfalls, cliff

jumping (but not too high of course), joke

telling, eating more hot meals, finding

those two trees that are spaced just right

for a hammock, wildlife gazing (from a

safe distance of course), and last but not

least, laughing till your stomach hurts.

Thanks for a great adventure!
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9/11 Family Camp
This past summer marked our 13th

Annual 9/11 Family Camp with friends

attending from FDNY & Cantor Fitzgerald

in New York City and The Pentagon in

Washington DC. For the first time, this

year we invited the Family Camp from
Wavus to join the 9/11 Camp at Kieve.

We had almost 100 attending including

volunteers and staff. Camp Director Russ
Williams said, "I couldn't have asked for

a better week - everyone bonded and
blended from the very first afternoon

and by the end of the week new life-long

friendships were emerging!"

The weather was spectacular and all

the popular in-camp activities were open
throughout the week. The aqua-zip and
HS Swing are always favorites on the

adventure course. The Pasquaney kitchen

crew once again delivered a huge variety

of unparalleled mouth-watering meals
morning, noon and night! Pasquaney
Food Service Director Lee Giberson said,

"This is always one of my favorite weeks

of the year - I love cooking for these

folks, they are so appreciative". Thanks
to Chef Anthony, Jim Tims and Nick
Strout from Performance Food Group for

helping design and deliver a great Italian

Night meal with the help of lots of FDNY
guys and our awesome staff.

A special THANK YOU to Henry
Chance, former camper, counselor and
9/11 Camp volunteer who has taken

his vacation from work to help out for

the past 13 years! Williams said, "We
couldn't have had such a great camp
over the years without Henry - he has

been my right-hand-man always willing

and able to do whatever needs to be done
- we will miss you next year!".

Thanks also to our volunteers Bill

& Ann Mallory, Alan Baldwin, Joel

Kavet and Ron Gerard - you make it

an incredibly special week! We're all

looking forward to another week on the

edge of the lake next summer!
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